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CHAPTER I

UNCLE WIGGILY AND WONDERLAND ALICE


Once upon a time, after Uncle Wiggily Longears, the nice bunny rabbit
gentleman, had some funny adventures with Baby Bunty, and when he found
that his rheumatism did not hurt him so much as he hopped on his red,
white and blue striped barber pole crutch, the bunny uncle wished he
might have some strange and wonderful adventures.

"I think I'll just hop along and look for a few," said Uncle Wiggily to
himself one morning. He twinkled his pink nose, and then he was all
ready to start.

"Good-bye, Nurse Jane! Good-bye!" he called to his muskrat lady
housekeeper, with whom he lived in a hollow stump bungalow. "I'm going
to look for some wonderful adventures!" He hopped down the front steps,
with his red, white and blue striped crutch under one paw, and his tall,
silk hat on his head. "Good-bye, Miss Fuzzy Wuzzy!"

"Good-bye!" answered Nurse Jane. "I hope you have some nice
adventures!"

"Thanks, I wish you the same," answered Uncle Wiggily, and away he went
over the fields and through the woods. He had not hopped very far,
looking this way and that, before, all of a sudden, he came to a queer
little place, near an old rail fence. Down in one corner was a hole,
partly underground.

"Ha! That's queer," said Uncle Wiggily to himself. "That looks just like
the kind of an underground house, or burrow, where I used to live. I
wonder if this can be where I made my home before I moved to the hollow
stump bungalow? I must take a look. Nurse Jane would like to hear all
about it."

So Uncle Wiggily, folding back his ears in order that they would not get
bent over and broken, began crawling down the rabbit hole, for that is
what it really was.

It was dark inside, but the bunny uncle did not mind that, being able to
see in the dark. Besides, he could make his pink nose twinkle when he
wanted to, and this gave almost as much light as a firefly.

"No, this isn't the burrow where I used to live," said Uncle Wiggily to
himself, when he had hopped quite a distance into the hole. "But it's
very nice. Perhaps I may have an adventure here. Who knows?"

And just as he said that to himself, Uncle Wiggily saw, lying under a
little table, in what seemed to be a room of the underground house, a
small glass box.

"Ha! My adventure begins!" cried Uncle Wiggily. "I'll open that glass
box and see what is in it."

So the bunny uncle raised the cover, and in the glass box was a little
cake, made of carrots and cabbage, and on top, spelled out in pink
raisins, were the words:

                             "EAT ME!"

"Ha! That's just what I'll do!" cried jolly Uncle Wiggily, and, never
stopping to think anything might be wrong, the bunny gentleman ate the
cake. And then, all of a sudden, he began to feel very funny.

"Oh, my!" exclaimed Uncle Wiggily. "I hope that cake didn't belong to my
nephew, Sammie Littletail, or Johnnie or Billie Bushytail, the squirrel
brothers. One of them may have lost it out of his lunch basket on his
way to school. I hope it wasn't any of their cake. But there is surely
something funny about it, for I feel so very queer!"

And no wonder! For Uncle Wiggily had suddenly begun to grow very large.
His ears grew taller, so that they lifted his tall silk hat right off
his head. His legs seemed as long as bean poles, and as for his whiskers
and pink, twinkling nose, they seemed so far away from his eyes that he
wondered if he would ever get them near enough to see to comb the one,
or scratch the other when it felt ticklish.

"This is certainly remarkable!" cried Uncle Wiggily. "I wonder what made
me grow so large all of a sudden? Could it have been the cake which gave
me the indyspepsia?"

"It was the cake!" cried a sudden and buzzing voice, and, looking around
the hole Uncle Wiggily saw a big mosquito. "It was the cake that made
you grow big," went on the bad biting bug, "and I put it here for you to
eat."

"What for?" asked the bunny uncle, puzzled like.

"So you would grow so big that you couldn't get out of this hole," was
the answer. "And now you can't! This is how I have caught you! Ha! Ha!"
and the mosquito buzzed a most unpleasant laugh.

"Oh, dear!" thought Uncle Wiggily. "I wonder if I am caught? Can't I get
out as I got in?"

Quickly he hopped to the front of the hole. But alas! Likewise
sorrowfulness! He had grown so big from eating the magical cake that he
could not possibly squeeze out of the hole through which he had crawled
into the underground burrow.

"Now I have caught you!" cried the mosquito. "Since we could not catch
you at your soldier tent or in the trenches near your hollow stump
bungalow, I thought of this way. Now we have you and we'll bite you!"
and the big mosquito, who with his bad friends had dug the hole on
purpose to get Uncle Wiggily in a trap, began to play a bugle tune on
his wings to call the other biting bugs.

"Oh, dear!" thought Uncle Wiggily. "I guess I am caught! And I haven't
my talcum powder pop gun that shoots bean-bag bullets! Oh, if I could
only get out of here!"

"You can get out, Uncle Wiggily," said a soft little voice down toward
the end of his pink, twinkling nose. "You can get out!"

"Oh, no, I can't!" the bunny said. "I am much too large to squeeze out
of the hole by which I came in here. Much too large. Oh, dear!"

"Here, drink some of this and you'll grow small just as I did when I
drank from it before I fell into the pool of tears," the soft and gentle
voice went on, and to Uncle Wiggily's surprise, there stood a nice
little girl with long, flaxen hair. She was holding out to him a bottle
with a tag that read:

                              "DRINK ME."

"Am I really to drink this?" asked the bunny.

"You are," said the little girl.

Uncle Wiggily took a long drink from the bottle. It tasted like lollypop
ice cream soda, and no sooner had he taken a good sip than all of a
sudden he found himself shutting up small, like a telescope. Smaller and
smaller he shrank, until he was his own regular size, and then the
little girl took him by the paw and cried:

"Come on! Now you can get out!"

And, surely enough, Uncle Wiggily could.

"But who are you?" he asked the little girl.

"Oh! I'm Alice from Wonderland," she said, "and I know you very well,
though you never met me before. I'm in a book, but this is my holiday,
so I came out. Come on, now, before the mosquitoes catch us! We'll have
a lot of funny adventures with some friends of mine. Come on!" And away
ran Uncle Wiggily with Wonderland Alice, who had saved him from being
bitten. So everything came out all right, you see.

And if the teacup doesn't lose its handle and try to do a foxtrot waltz
with the soup tureen, I'll tell you next about Uncle Wiggily and the
March Hare.




CHAPTER II

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE MARCH HARE


"Well, Uncle Wiggily, you certainly did have quite a time, didn't you,"
said Nurse Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy, the muskrat lady housekeeper for the rabbit
gentleman as they both sat on the porch of the hollow stump bungalow one
morning. It was the day after the bunny rabbit had been caught in the
mosquito hole, where he swelled up too big to get out, after eating cake
from the glass box, as I told you in the first story.

Then Alice from Wonderland happened along and gave Uncle Wiggily a drink
from a magical little bottle so that he grew small enough to crawl out
of the hole again.

"Yes, I had a wonderful time with Alice," said the rabbit gentleman. "It
was quite an adventure."

"What do you s'pose was in the cake to make you swell up so large?"
asked Nurse Jane.

"Cream puffs," answered Uncle Wiggily. "They're very swell-like, you
know."

"Of course," agreed Nurse Jane. "And what was in the bottle to make you
grow smaller?"

"Alum water," Uncle Wiggily made reply. "That's very shrinking, you
know, and puckery."

"Of course," spoke Nurse Jane again, "I might have guessed it. Now I
suppose you're off again?"

"Off to have another adventure," went on Uncle Wiggily, with a jolly
laugh. "I hope I meet Alice again. I wonder where she lives?"

"Why, she's out of a book," said Nurse Jane. "I used to read about her
to Sammie Littletail, when he was quite a little rabbit chap."

"Oh, yes, to be sure," said Uncle Wiggily. "Alice from Wonderland is
like Mother Goose, Sinbad the Sailor and my other Arabian Night friends.
Well, I hope I meet some of them and have another adventure now," and
away he hopped down the front steps of his bungalow as spry as though
he never had had the rheumatism.

The bad mosquitoes that used to live over in the swamp had gone away on
their summer vacation, and so they did not bother the bunny rabbit just
at present. He no longer had to practice being a soldier and stand on
guard against them.

Pretty soon, as Uncle Wiggily hopped along, he came to a little place in
the woods, all set around with green trees, and in the center was a
large doll's tea table, all ready for a meal.

"Ha! This looks like an adventure already!" said the bunny uncle to
himself. "And there's a party," he went on, as he saw the little girl
named Alice, a March Hare (which is a sort of spring rabbit), a hatter
man, with a very large hat, much larger than Uncle Wiggily's, on his
head, and a dormouse. A dormouse (or doormouse) is one that crawls out
under a door, you know, to get away from the cat.

"Oh, here's Uncle Wiggily!" cried Alice.

"Come right along and sit down. We didn't expect you!"

"Then if I'm unexpected, perhaps there isn't room for me," spoke Uncle
Wiggily, looking at the March Hare.

"Oh, yes, there's plenty of room--more room than there is to eat," said
the spring rabbit. "Besides, we really knew you were coming."

As this was just different from what Alice had said, Uncle Wiggily did
not know what to believe.

"You see, it's the unexpected that always happens," went on the March
Hare, "and, of course, being unexpected, you happened along, so we're
glad to see you."

"Only there isn't anything to eat," said Alice. "You see, the Hatter's
watch only keeps one kind of time--"

"That's what I do when I dance," interrupted Uncle Wiggily.

"We haven't come to that yet," Alice spoke gently. "But as the Hatter's
watch only keeps tea-time we're always at the tea table, and the cake
and tea were eaten long ago."

"And we always have to sit here, hoping the Hatter's watch will start
off again, and bring us to breakfast or dinner on time," said the March
Hare, who, Uncle Wiggily noticed, began to look rather mad and angry.
"He's greased it with the best butter, but still his watch has stopped,"
the hare added.

"It's on account of the hard crumbs that got in the wheels," said the
Hatter, dipping his watch in the cream pitcher. "I dare say they'll get
soaked in time. But pass Uncle Wiggily the buns," he added, and Alice
passed an empty plate which once had dog biscuits on, only Jackie and
Peetie Bow Wow had eaten them all up--I should say down, for they
swallowed them that way.

Uncle Wiggily was beginning to think this was a very queer tea party
indeed, when, all of sudden, out from the bushes jumped a great, big,
pink-striped Wabberjocky cat, who began singing:

     "London Bridge is falling up,
       On Yankee Doodle Dandy!
     As we go 'round the mulberry bush
       To buy a stick of candy."

"Well, what do you want?" asked the Mad March Hare of the Wabberjocky.
"If you've come to wash the dishes you can't, for it's still tea time
and it never will be anything else as long as he keeps dipping his watch
in the molasses jug! That's what makes it so sticky-slow," and he tossed
a tea biscuit at the Hatter, who caught it in his hat, just like a
magician in the theater, and turned it into a lemon meringue pie.

"I've come for Uncle Wiggily!" cried the Wabberjocky. "I've come to take
him off to my den, and then--"

Uncle Wiggily was just going to hide under the table, which he noticed
was growing smaller and smaller, and he was wondering if it would be
large enough to cover him, when--

All of a sudden the Mad March Hare caught up the bunny uncle's red,
white and blue striped rheumatism crutch, and cried:

"You've come for Uncle Wiggily, have you? Well, we've no time for that!"
and with this the March Hare smashed the crutch down on the Hatter's
watch, "Bang!" breaking it all to pieces!

"There, I guess it'll go now!" cried the March Hare, and indeed the
wheels of the watch went spinning while the spring suddenly uncurled,
and one end, catching around Uncle Wiggily's left hind leg, flew out and
tossed him safely away over the trees, until he fell down on his soft
soldier tent, right in front of his own hollow stump bungalow. So he was
saved from the Wabberjocky.

"Well! That was an adventure!" cried the bunny uncle. "I wonder what
happened to the rest of them? I must find out." And if the laundry man
doesn't let the plumber take the bath tub away for the gold fish to play
tag in, I'll tell you next about Uncle Wiggily and the Cheshire Cat.




CHAPTER III

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE CHESHIRE CAT


Uncle Wiggily Longears, the rabbit gentleman, was hopping along through
the woods one day, wondering what sort of an adventure he would have,
and he was thinking about Alice in Wonderland and what a queer tea party
he had been to the day before, when the Mad March Hare smashed the
Hatter's watch because the hands always stayed at 5 o'clock tea time.

"If anything like that is going to happen to me today," said the bunny
uncle to himself, "I ought to have brought Nurse Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy along,
so she could enjoy the fun. I'll just hop along and if anything queer
starts I'll go back after her."

So he went on a little farther, and, all of a sudden, he saw, lying on
the woodland path, a piece of cheese.

"Ha!" cried Uncle Wiggily. "I wonder if Jollie or Jillie Longtail, the
mouse children, dropped that out of their trap? I'll take it to them, I
guess."

He picked up the bit of cheese, thinking how glad the mousie boy and
girl would be to have it back, when, all at once, he heard behind him a
voice asking:

"Oh, did you find it? I'm so glad, thank you!" and from under a bush out
stepped a cat wearing a large smile on the front of its face. The cat
stretched out its claw and took the bit of cheese from Uncle Wiggily.

"Oh! Is that yours?" asked the bunny gentleman, in surprise.

"It's Cheshire cheese; isn't it?" asked the cat.

"I--I believe so," answered the bunny. "Yes," he added as he looked and
made sure, "it is Cheshire cheese."

"Then, as I'm the Cheshire cat it's mine. Cheshire cat meet your cheese!
Cheese, meet your cat! How do you do? So glad to see you!" and the cat
shook paws with the cheese just as if Uncle Wiggily had introduced
them.

"I dare say it's all right," went on the bunny uncle.

"Of course it is!" laughed the cat, smiling more than ever. "I'm so glad
you found my cheese. I was afraid the March Hare had taken it for that
silly 5 o'clock tea party. But I'm glad he didn't. At first I took you
for the March Hare. You look like him, being a rabbit."

"My birthday is not in March, it is in April," said Uncle Wiggily,
bowing.

"That's better," spoke the Cheshire cat. "You have done me a great favor
by finding my cheese, and I hope to be able to do you one some day."

"Pray do not mention it," spoke the bunny uncle, modest like and shy, as
he always was. He was just going to ask about Alice in Wonderland when
the cat ran away with the cheese.

"Never mind," thought Uncle Wiggily. "That was the beginning of an
adventure, anyhow. I wonder what the next part will be?" He did not have
long to wait.

All of a sudden, as he was walking along through the woods, sort of
leaning on his red, white and blue striped barber pole rheumatism
crutch, there was a rustling in the bushes and out popped a whole lot of
hungry rats.

"Ah, there IT is!" cried one rat, seizing hold of Uncle Wiggily by his
ears.

"Yes, and just in time, too!" cried another, grabbing the bunny by his
paws. "Into our den with IT before the mouse trap comes along and takes
IT away from us!"

With that the rats, of which there were about five hundred and sixteen,
began hustling Uncle Wiggily down a hole in the ground, and the first he
knew they had him inside a wooden room in an underground house and they
locked the door, taking the key out.

"What does this mean?" cried the bunny uncle. "Why do you treat me this
way?"

"Why, IT can speak!" cried several of the rats, in surprise.

"Of course I can!" cried Uncle Wiggily, his pink nose twinkling. "But
why do you call me IT?"

"Because you are a piece of cheese," said one rat, "and we always call
cheese IT."

"Cheese? I, cheese?" asked astonished Uncle Wiggily.

"Of course," cried the biggest rat of all. "You're Cheshire cheese. Why,
you perfume the whole room! We're so hungry for you. We thought the
grocer had forgotten to send you. But it's all right now. Oh, what a
delightful meal we shall have. We love Cheshire cheese," and the rats in
the room with Mr. Longears looked very hungrily at the bunny uncle--very
hungrily indeed.

"Oh, what shall I do?" thought Uncle Wiggily. "I see what has happened.
When I picked up the Cheshire cat's piece of Cheshire cheese some of the
perfume from it must have stuck to my paws. The rats smelled that and
think I'm it. IT!" murmured the bunny gentleman. "As if I were a game of
tag! IT!"

The rats in the locked room were very busy, getting out their cheese
knives and plates, and poor Uncle Wiggily hardly knew what to do with
this most unpleasant adventure happening to him, when, all of a sudden,
right in the middle of the room, there appeared a big, smiling mouth,
with a cheerful grin spread all over it. Just a smile it was, and
nothing more.

"Oh!" cried Uncle Wiggily in surprise. "Oh!"

With that all the rats looked up and, seeing the smile, one exclaimed:

"I smell a cat! Oh, woe is me! I smell a cat!"

Then, all of a sudden the smile grew larger and larger. Then a nose
seemed to grow out of nothing, then some whiskers, then a pair of
blazing eyes, and then ears--a head, legs, claws and a body, and finally
there stood the Cheshire cat in the midst of the rats.

"Scat, rats," meaouwed the Cheshire cat. "Scat!"

"How did you get in here?" asked one rat.

"Yes, tell us!" ordered another. "How did you get in past the locked
door?"

"Through the keyhole," said the Cheshire cat. "I sent my smile in first,
and then it was easy for my body to follow. Now you scat and leave
Uncle Wiggily alone!" and with that the cat grinned larger than ever,
showing such sharp teeth that the rats quickly unlocked the door and ran
away, leaving the bunny uncle quite safe.

"Alice in Wonderland, most magically knew of the trouble you were in,"
said the Cheshire cat, "so she sent me to help you, which I was glad to
do, as you had helped me. My Cheshire cheese, that you found for me when
I had lost it, was very good!"

Then Uncle Wiggily hopped back to his bungalow, and the cat went to see
Alice; and if the paper cutter doesn't slice the bread board all up into
pieces of cake for the puppy dog's party, I'll tell you next about Uncle
Wiggily and the Dormouse.




CHAPTER IV

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE DORMOUSE


"Tap! Tap! Tap!" came a knock on the door of the hollow stump bungalow
one morning. Uncle Wiggily Longears, the rabbit gentleman who lived in
the woods, called out:

"Please come in!"

In hopped Dickie Chip-Chip, the sparrow boy postchap, with a letter for
the bunny gentleman.

"Ha! That's nice!" explained Uncle Wiggily as he took the envelope. "I
hope it's a valentine!"

"A valentine this time of year!" laughed Dickie. "This is June, Uncle
Wiggily!"

"Oh, so it is. However, I'll read it." And when Dickie flew on to
deliver the rest of his letters Uncle Wiggily read his own. It was very
short, and said:

     "If you want a new hat, come to the green meadow as soon as you
     read this."

"Ha! If I want a new hat!" thought the bunny uncle. "Well, I do need
one. But who knew that I did? This is very strange and mysterious. Ha! I
have it! This must be from Alice in Wonderland. She is giving me a
little surprise."

So, telling Nurse Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy, his muskrat lady housekeeper, that
he was going out to get a new hat, away hopped Uncle Wiggily, over the
fields and through the woods until he came to the green meadow.

In the middle of the meadow was a little grove of trees, and half way
there Uncle Wiggily heard a sad little voice saying:

"Oh, dear! What trouble I'm in!"

"Trouble!" cried the bunny gentleman twinkling his pink nose. "Ha! That
sounds like old times! Let me help some one. But who is it?"

"It is I. The little Dormouse," was the answer, and, looking down, Uncle
Wiggily saw the tiny creature who had been at the queer tea party when
the Mad March Hare smashed the Hatter's 5 o'clock watch.

The tail of the poor little Dormouse was caught fast in between two
stones and she could not move, but Uncle Wiggily quickly loosened it for
her and she was very thankful to get out.

"I was afraid I'd be late," said the Dormouse. "I have to hurry on to
help the Queen of Hearts put sugared cheese on the blackberry tarts for
the King's birthday. I'll see you again, Uncle Wiggily."

"I hope so," spoke the bunny uncle, as he hurried away to get his new
hat, all the while wondering whether or not he would see Alice from
Wonderland.

Uncle Wiggily reached the green meadow trees, but no one else was there.
He looked up and down, and all around, but there was not even an old hat
in sight, to say nothing of a new one.

"I wonder if this letter is an April fool joke?" thought the bunny
uncle, taking from his pocket the envelope Dickie had given him. "No, if
it's the month of June it can't be April Fool's Day, any more than it
can be time for valentines," said the bunny. "But I wonder where my hat
is?"

Hardly had Uncle Wiggily said this, out loud, than, all of a sudden, a
voice cried:

"Here's your hat!"

With that something seemed to drop down from the clouds, or maybe it was
from one of the trees. But whatever it was it completely covered Uncle
Wiggily out of sight. It was just as if you took a large bowl and turned
it upside down over a grasshopper, only, of course, Uncle Wiggily was
not a grasshopper, though he did jump around a lot.

And, at first, in the sudden darkness, the rabbit gentleman thought it
was a bowl that, perhaps, the circus elephant's little boy had turned
over on him just for fun.

Then, making his pink nose twinkle very fast, so that it shone in the
dark like a firefly lantern, Uncle Wiggily was able to see that he was
inside a large, tall, silk hat. When it had dropped over him it had shut
out all the sunlight, making it quite dark inside where the bunny was.

"Yes, this is a hat!" said Uncle Wiggily to himself. "But what a funny
way to give it to me! And it's so large! Instead of my new hat going
outside my head, my head is inside the hat. This will never do! I must
get out and see what the trouble is. This must be the elephant's hat,
it's so large."

But when Uncle Wiggily tried to lift up one edge of the hat, to crawl
out, he found he could not. Some one seemed to be sitting on top of the
hat, which was shaped like the silk stovepipe one Uncle Wiggily always
wore. And a voice cried:

"Hold it tight and he can't get out!"

"Oh, I'm holding it tight!" was the answer.

Then Uncle Wiggily knew what had happened. Some one had played a sad
trick on him. And it was two bad old skillery-scalery alligators. They
had borrowed the Wonderland Hatter's hat--which was very large. Nor had
they told the Hatter what they wanted of it, for if they had he never
would have let them borrow it to make trouble for Uncle Wiggily.

The alligators had climbed up the tree with the big hat, and, after
sending Uncle Wiggily the note, they had waited until he came to the
field. Then from the branches above they dropped the hat down over him
and sat on it.

"And I can't get out!" cried Uncle Wiggily. "That's the worst of it! I
can't get out, and those bad alligators will reach under and grab me
and--"

"No they won't!" cried a little squeaky voice down low on the ground,
just outside the hat.

"Why not?" asked Uncle Wiggily, hopeful like.

"Because I am the Dormouse whom you helped," was the answer. "Now,
listen! With my sharp teeth I am going to cut a door in the side of the
hat where the alligators, sitting up on top, can't see it. Then you can
get out."

So the Dormouse, being made for just such work, as you can tell by its
name, gnawed a door in the side of the Hatter's hat, and out crawled the
bunny rabbit gentleman before the alligators could grab him. And the
bunny and the Dormouse got safely away, Mr. Longears being very
thankful, indeed, for having been helped by the little creature.

So the alligators had nothing for dinner but stewed pears, and if our
dog doesn't leave his tail on the wrong side of the fence, so the cat
can use it for a dusting brush, I'll tell you next about Uncle Wiggily
and the Gryphon.




CHAPTER V

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE GRYPHON


Uncle Wiggily Longears, the nice rabbit gentleman, had just finished
shaving his whiskers in his hollow stump bungalow one morning when Nurse
Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy, his muskrat lady housekeeper, came to his door,
knocked gently by flapping her tail against it, and said:

"If you please, Mr. Longears, there's a young lady to see you."

"Of course I'm pleased," answered Uncle Wiggily. "I always like to see
young ladies, especially if they have light, fluffy hair. Has this one
that kind?"

"Very much so," answered Nurse Jane. "Here she is now," and with that in
came a nice young lady, or, rather, a tall girl, with flaxen hair.

"I'm afraid you don't remember me," she said, as Uncle Wiggily wiped the
soap lather off the end of his pink, twinkling nose, where it had
splashed by mistake, making it look like part of a frosted chocolate
cake.

"Oh, yes, I do remember you!" cried the bunny gentleman, in his most
jolly voice. "You're Alice from Wonderland, and you were very kind to
help me grow smaller that time the big mosquito got me into his cave and
I swelled up from eating cake."

"Oh, I'm so glad you remember me!" laughed Alice, for it was indeed she.
"I've come to ask you to do me a bit of a favor. I have to go see the
Gryphon, and I thought maybe you'd come with me, for I'm afraid he'll be
real cross to me."

"You have to go see the Gryphon?" exclaimed Uncle Wiggily. "Who in the
world is he?"

"Oh, he's a funny animal who lives in the same story book with me,"
explained Alice. "He's something between a dragon, a lion, an elephant,
a flying fish and an alligator."

"Whew!" whistled Uncle Wiggily. "He must be a curious creature!"

"He is," Alice said. "And sometimes he's very cross, especially if the
wind blows his veil up."

"If the wind blows his veil up?" asked Uncle Wiggily. "In the first
place, why does he wear a veil, and in the second place, why should he
be angry if the wind blows it?"

"There isn't any first or second place about it," spoke Alice, "for you
never can tell in which place the Gryphon will be found. But he wears a
veil because he is so ugly that every one runs away when one sees him,
and he doesn't like that. And, of course, he doesn't like the wind to
blow up his veil so folks can see how he really looks."

"Ah, ha! I understand," remarked the bunny. "But if he is so cross why
do you want to go to see him?"

"I don't want to," replied Alice, "but I have to, because it's that way
in the book. You see, to make everything come out right, the Gryphon
takes me to the Mock Turtle, who tells me a funny story, and so now I've
come to see if you'll take me to the Gryphon?"

"I will," promised Uncle Wiggily, washing the soap lather out of his
ears. "But where shall we find him?"

"Oh, that's the question!" laughed Alice, just as though Uncle Wiggily
had asked a riddle. "You have three guesses," she went on.

The bunny gentleman twinkled his pink nose, so that he might think
better, and then he said:

"I'll tell you what we'll do. We'll go for a walk, and make believe I'm
looking for an adventure. Then I may find the Gryphon for you."

"Fine!" cried Alice, and, Uncle Wiggily having finished shaving, he and
Alice set out together over the fields and through the wood, her hand
holding the bunny's paw.

"Now we must keep a sharp watch for the Gryphon," said Alice, who had
had so many adventures in Wonderland that it took a whole book to tell
of them. "You never know whether he'll appear like an elephant, a
dragon, a lion or a big bird, for he has wings," she said.

"Has he, indeed?" asked Uncle Wiggily. "Then I think I hear him coming
now," he went on. "Listen, do you hear the buzzing?" And, surely enough,
the air seemed filled with the buzzing and fluttering of wings. And then
the sun appeared to be hidden by a cloud.

"That must be the Gryphon," said Uncle Wiggily.

Alice looked, and then she cried:

"Oh, no! It's a big cloud of bad, biting mosquitoes. It is the buzzing
of their wings we hear! Oh, Uncle Wiggily, you haven't your talcum
powder bean-shooter gun with you, and here come a billion-million
mosquitoes!"

"That's right!" cried the bunny uncle, as he, too, saw them. "We must
hide or they will bite even our shoes off!"

So he and Alice looked for a place to hide, but there was none, and the
buzzing mosquitoes cried:

"Ah, ha! Now we have that Uncle Wiggily Longears rabbit. He can't get
away now, for he isn't a soldier today! And we'll get Alice from
Wonderland, too!"

Well, the mosquitoes were just going to grab the bunny gentleman, and
the nice little young lady girl, with the fluffy flaxen hair, when a
voice out of the air cried:

"Oh, ho! No you're not going to get them, either!"

"Who says we are not?" asked the captain mosquito.

"I do!"

"And who are you?"

"I am the Gryphon!" was the answer. "And I have on my mosquito net veil.
I'll catch all you bad biting bugs in my net, just as a professor
catches butterflies. Whoop! Swoop! Here I come!"

And with that the Gryphon, raising his veil, which hung down from his
big ears as from around a lady's big hat, made a net of it and, flying
around, soon caught all the mosquitoes that would have bitten Uncle
Wiggily and Alice.

And the mosquitoes that were not caught were so frightened at the fierce
look on the Gryphon's face that they fainted, and couldn't bite even as
much as a spoonful of mustard.

So the Gryphon drove the mosquitoes away and then he took Alice to see
the Mock Turtle, while Uncle Wiggily hopped on home to his bungalow. And
if the rubber doll doesn't bounce off the clothes horse when she rides
to the candy store for some cornstarch pudding, I'll tell you next about
Uncle Wiggily and the blue caterpillar.




CHAPTER VI

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE CATERPILLAR


"Uncle Wiggily! Oh, Uncle Wiggily!" called Alice from Wonderland as she
stood one day just outside the hollow stump bungalow where the rabbit
gentleman had just finished his breakfast of carrot oatmeal with parsnip
sauce sprinkled over the top.

"Do you want to come for another walk with me?" asked Alice as she ran
up the bungalow front steps.

"Are you going to have the Gryphon take you to the Mock Turtle again?"
the bunny gentleman wanted to know. "If you are, I'll bring my talcum
powder gun along this time, to keep away the mosquitoes."

"No. I don't have to see the Gryphon today," replied Wonderland Alice
with a laugh. "But the Duchess has sent me to find the Blue
Caterpillar."

"The Duchess has sent you to find the Blue Caterpillar?" questioned
Uncle Wiggily, wondering if he had heard rightly. "But who is the
Duchess?"

"Oh, she's some relation to the Queen of Hearts," Alice answered. "She's
in the book with me, the Duchess is. In the book-picture she always has
a lot of trimming on her big hat, and she doesn't care whether or not
she holds the baby upside down."

"Oh, yes, now I remember," Uncle Wiggily said, laughing as he thought of
the baby. "And now about the Blue Caterpillar?"

"Oh, he's a sort of long, fuzzy bug, who sits on a toadstool smoking a
pipe," explained Alice. "The Duchess wants him to come and smoke some
hams for her."

"Smoke hams!" cried the bunny rabbit. "Why the very idonical idea! I've
heard of men smoking tobacco--but hams--"

"Oh, you don't smoke hams in a pipe," said Alice with a laugh. "They
take a ham before it is cooked, and hang it up in a cloud of smoke, or
blow smoke on it, or do something to it with smoke, so it will dry and
keep longer."

"What do they want to keep it for?" asked Uncle Wiggily. "I thought ham
was to eat, with eggs."

"Oh, dear!" laughed Alice. "I wish you wouldn't ask me so many
questions. You're like the Dormouse, or the Cheshire Cheese Cat or the
Hatter. They were always asking the curiousestest questions like 'Who
threw stones at the cherry tree?' or 'How did the soft egg get inside
the hard shell without cracking it?' All things like that. I can't
answer them!"

"Very well," said Uncle Wiggily, smiling at Alice. "I'll not ask you any
more questions. Come on! We'll go find the Blue Caterpillar."

So off they started, the bunny rabbit gentleman and Wonderland Alice who
had a day's vacation from the book with her name on it. Now and then she
could slip out of the book covers and go off to have a real adventure
with Uncle Wiggily.

The bunny uncle and the little girl with the pretty, flaxen hair had not
gone very far over the fields and through the woods before, all of a
sudden, as they were walking under some trees, something long and
twisty and rubbery, like a big fire hose, reached out and grabbed them.

"Oh, my!" cried Alice, trying to get loose, which she could not do. "A
big snake has us!"

"No," said Uncle Wiggily, looking around as best he could, for he, too,
was held fast as was Alice. "This isn't a snake."

"What is it?" asked Alice.

"It's a bad circus elephant," said the bunny, "and he has caught us in
his trunk. Oh, dear! Please let us go!" he begged the big animal.

"No," sadly answered the circus elephant, for it was indeed he. "I can't
let you go, for if I do they will all sit on my back and bite me."

"Who will?" asked Uncle Wiggily, curious like.

"The mosquitoes," was the answer. "You see they have tried in so many
ways to catch you, and haven't done it, Uncle Wiggily, that they finally
came to me. About a million billion of them swarmed around me, and they
said they'd bite me until I had the shiv-ivers if I did not help them
catch you. So I had to promise that I would, though I did not want to,
for I like you, Uncle Wiggily.

"If I hadn't promised, though, the mosquitoes would have bitten me, and
though I seem to have a very thick skin I am very tender, not to say
ticklish, when it comes to mosquito bites. So I hid here to catch you,
and I'll have to hold you until the mosquitoes come to get you. I'm very
sorry!" and the elephant wound his rubbery nose of a trunk still more
tightly around Uncle Wiggily and Alice.

"Oh, dear!" said Alice. "What shall we do?"

"I don't know, I'm sure," answered the bunny. "This is quite too bad. If
only the Blue Caterpillar--"

"Hush!" exclaimed a fuzzy voice down in the grass near the elephant's
left front foot. "Don't say a word. I'll help you," and along came
crawling a big Blue Caterpillar, with a folded toadstool umbrella and a
long-stemmed pipe on his back.

"That elephant is very ticklish," said the Blue Caterpillar. "Watch me
make him squirm. And when he squirms he'll have to uncurl his trunk to
scratch himself, and when he does that--"

"We'll get away!" whispered Uncle Wiggily.

"Exactly!" said the Blue Caterpillar. So he crawled up the elephant's
leg, and tickled the big animal on its ear.

"Oh, dear!" cried the elephant. "How itchy I am!" and he uncurled his
trunk to scratch himself, and then Uncle Wiggily and Alice could run
away safely, and the mosquitoes didn't get them after all. Then Alice
told the Blue Caterpillar about the Duchess wanting the hams smoked and
the crawling creature said he'd attend to it, and puff smoke on them
from his pipe.

So everything came out all right, I'm glad to say, and if the starch
doesn't all come out of the collar so it has to lie down instead of
standing up straight at the moving picture show, I'll tell you next
about Uncle Wiggily and the Hatter.




CHAPTER VII

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE HATTER


"Oh, Uncle Wiggily!" called Nurse Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy, the muskrat lady
housekeeper, as Mr. Longears, the rabbit gentleman, started to hop out
of his hollow stump bungalow one morning. "Oh, Uncle Wiggily!"

"Well, what is it?" asked the bunny with a polite bow. "Do you want
anything from the store?"

"Some carrot coffee, if you please," answered the muskrat lady. "When
you finish your walk, and have had a nice adventure, bring home some
coffee."

"I'll do it," promised Uncle Wiggily, and then, as he hopped along, over
the fields and through the woods, he thought perhaps he had better buy
the carrot coffee first.

"For," said he to himself, "I might have such a funny adventure that I'd
forget all about what Nurse Jane told me."

Now you just wait and see what happens, if you please.

It did not take the bunny long to get the coffee; the monkey doodle
gentleman who kept the store wrapping it up for him in a paper that had
been twisted around a lollypop candy.

"It's a bit sticky and sweet," said the monkey doodle store keeper,
speaking of the lollypop paper, "but that will stop the coffee from
falling out."

"Fine!" laughed Uncle Wiggily, and then he hopped on to look for an
adventure. He had not gone very far before when, all of a sudden, he
heard a voice saying:

"Well, I don't know what to do about it, that's all! I never saw such
trouble! The idea of wanting me to get ready for it this time of day!"

"Ha! Trouble!" thought Uncle Wiggily. "This is where I come in. What is
it you can't get ready for this time of day, and who are you?" asked the
bunny, for he saw no one.

"Oh, it's you, is it?" called a voice, and out from under a mulberry
bush stepped a little man, with such a large hat that it covered him
from head to foot.

"Oh, excuse me," said Uncle Wiggily. "You are--"

"The Hatter! Exactly! You have guessed it," said the little man, opening
a window which was cut in the side of his hat. The window was just
opposite his face, which was inside, so he could look out at the bunny
gentleman.

"I'm the Hatter, from 'Alice in Wonderland,'" went on the little man.
The bunny hadn't quite really guessed it, though he might if he had had
time.

"And what is the trouble?" asked Uncle Wiggily.

"Oh, I've just been ordered by the Queen of Hearts to get up a tea party
right away for Alice, who is expected any minute," went on the Hatter.
"And here it is 10 o'clock in the morning, and the tea's at 5, and I
haven't even started."

"You have lots of time," said Uncle Wiggily. "Hours and hours."

"Yes, but I haven't the tea!" cried the Hatter. "Don't mind me, but I'm
as mad--as mad as--as lollypops, and there's nothing madder than them!"
he said, sort of grinding his teeth. This grinding made Uncle Wiggily
think of the coffee in his pocket. So, holding out the package, he said:

"I don't s'pose this would do, would it?"

"What?" asked the Hatter.

"It's coffee," went on the bunny, "but--"

"The very thing!" cried the Hatter, who was now smiling. "It will be
just the thing for the 5 o'clock tea. We'll have it right here--I'll set
the table," and opening two little doors lower down in his big hat, he
stuck his arms through them and began brushing off a broad, flat stump
near Uncle Wiggily.

"The stump will do for a table," said the Hatter. "This is great, Uncle
Wiggily! We'll have tea for Alice after all, and make things happen as
they do in the book. Don't mind me saying I was as mad as lollypops. I
have to be mad--make believe, you know--or things won't come out right."

"I see," said Uncle Wiggily, remembering that it was quite stylish to be
"as mad as a hatter," though he never before knew what it meant. "But
you see, my dear sir," the rabbit went on, "I have only coffee to give
you, and not tea."

"It doesn't matter," said the Hatter. "I'll boil it in a cocoanut shell,
and it will do her very well," and with that he took out, from somewhere
inside his hat, half a cocoanut shell. This he set on top of the stump
on a little three-legged stool, and built a fire under it.

"But you need water to make coffee--I mean tea," said Uncle Wiggily.

"I have it!" cried the Hatter, and, picking up an umbrella plant growing
near by, he squeezed some water from it into the cocoanut shell kettle.

Uncle Wiggily poured some of the ground coffee into the cocoanut shell
of umbrella water, which was now boiling, and then the bunny exclaimed:

"But we have no sugar!"

"We'll sweeten it with the paper that came off the lollypop," said the
Hatter, tearing off a bit of it and tossing it into the tea-coffee.

"What about milk?" asked Uncle Wiggily. "Alice may want cream in her
coffee--I mean tea."

"Here we are!" cried the Hatter.

With that he picked a leaf from a milkweed plant growing near the flat
stump and from that he squeezed out some drops of milk into a cup he
made from a Jack-in-the-pulpit flower.

"Now we're all ready for 5 o'clock tea!" cried the Hatter, and just then
along came Alice from Wonderland, with the March Hare, and they sat down
to the stump table with Uncle Wiggily, who happened to have a piece of
cherry pie in his pocket, so they had a nice little lunch after all. And
the carrot coffee with milkweed cream in it, tasted like catnip tea, so
everything came out all right.

And if the white shoes don't go down in the coal bin to play with the
fire shovel and freeze their toes so they can't parade on the Board
Walk, I'll tell you next about Uncle Wiggily and the Duchess.




CHAPTER VIII

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE DUCHESS


Uncle Wiggily Longears, the rabbit gentleman, was hopping along through
the woods one day, looking for an adventure, when, all of a sudden, he
came to a door standing up between two trees. It was a regular door,
with a knob, hinges and all, but the funny part of it was there didn't
seem to be a room on either side of it.

"This is remarkable!" exclaimed Wiggily, "remarkable" meaning the same
thing as queer. "It is very odd! Here is a door and the jamb--"

"Where's the jamb?" asked a little katydid, who was sitting on a leaf in
the sun. "I'm very fond of jam."

"I didn't say j-a-m--the kind you eat on bread," spoke Uncle Wiggily. "I
was talking about the j-a-m-b--with a b--"

"Bees make honey," said the katydid, "and honey's almost as good as jam.
I'm not so fussy as all that. Jam or honey--honey or jam, it's all the
same to me."

"No, there isn't any honey, either," said the bunny. "The jamb of the
door is the wooden frame that goes around it, to hold it in place."

"Then I don't want any door jamb--I want bread and jam," said the
katydid, hopping off to find her sister, Katydidn't, leaving Uncle
Wiggily to stare at the lone door.

"Well," said the rabbit gentleman to himself, "I may as well see what's
on the other side. Though a door standing all by itself in the woods is
the strangest thing I've ever seen."

However, he turned the knob, opened the door and stepped through, and,
to his surprise, he found himself in a big kitchen which seemed
magically to have appeared the moment he entered the very surprising
place. At one end was a big stove, with a hot fire in it, and on the
stove was a boiling kettle of soup, which was being stirred by a big fat
cook lady, who was shaped like a ham, without the string in the end, of
course. For the cook could stand up and didn't need to be hung on a
nail as a ham is hung before it's cooked.

In front of the fire was another large lady with a bonnet on almost as
big as the Hatter's hat. Over the bonnet was a fluffy, flowing veil.

"Now please be quiet--do!" exclaimed the sitting down lady to something
in her lap, and Uncle Wiggily saw that it was a baby. "Come, cook!" she
cried. "Is that hot soup ready yet for the baby?"

"Not yet, mum. But it soon will be," answered the cook, and Uncle
Wiggily was just going to say something about not giving a little baby
hot soup, when the door opened again, and in came Alice from Wonderland.

"Oh, I'm so glad you're here, Uncle Wiggily!" cried Alice. "Now it will
be all right."

"What will?" asked the bunny. "What will be right?"

"My left shoe," said Alice. "You see I just came from the Pool of Tears,
and everything got all mixed up. When I came out I had two left shoes
instead of one being a right, but now you are here it's all right--I
mean one is right and the other is left, as it should be," and with that
Alice put on one shoe she had been carrying in her hand, and smiled.

"But who is this?" asked Uncle Wiggily, pointing with his red, white and
blue striped rheumatism crutch at the big lady holding the baby, which
was now squirming like an angle worm.

"It's the Duchess--a friend of the Queen of Hearts," answered Alice.
"I'll introduce you to her in a minute. Are you fond of sneezing?"

"Only when I have a cold," answered Uncle Wiggily. "Why do you ask?" and
he began to think he was having a very funny adventure indeed. "Why
should I be fond of sneezing?"

"Because you'll have to whether you like it or not," answered Alice.
"The Duchess is going to talcum powder the baby now--it's just had a
bath."

With that the duchess, who is the wife of a duke, you know, called:

"Here, cook! Never mind the soup. Give me the pepper!"

"Goodness me sakes alive and some horseradish lollypops!" cried Uncle
Wiggily. "She isn't going to talcum powder the baby with pepper, is
she?"

"Of course," answered Alice. "It's that way in the book from which I
came to have an adventure with you, so, of course, pepper it has to be.
Look out--here come the sneezes!" and Alice got out her handkerchief.

Uncle Wiggily saw the duchess, with a funny smile on her big face, take
the pepper-box the cook gave her and start to sprinkle the black stuff
over the baby in her lap. The baby was cooing and gurgling--as all
babies do after their bath--and didn't seem at all to mind her being
peppered.

"They season chickens and turkeys with salt and pepper, so why not
babies?" asked Alice of Uncle Wiggily. The bunny gentleman was just
going to say he did not know the answer to that riddle, when the door
suddenly opened again and in came a great big dodo bird, which is
something like a skillery-scalery alligator, only worse, with a beak
like that of a mosquito.

[Illustration]

"Ah, ha!" chirped the dodo. "At last I have found him!" and he made a
dart with his big beak for Uncle Wiggily. The dodo was just going to
grab the bunny gentleman in his claws, and Mr. Longears was so shivery
he didn't know what to do, when the duchess, suddenly tossing the baby
to the cook, cried:

"Ha! No you don't! I guess it's you I want to pepper instead!" and with
that she shook the box of pepper at the dodo, who began sneezing as hard
as he could sneeze.

"Aker-choo! Aker-choo! Aker-choo!" sneezed the dodo.

"Keer-zoo! Keer-zoo! Keer-zoo!" sneezed the duchess.

"Goo-snitzio! Goo-snitzio! Goo-snitzio!" sneezed Alice.

"Fizz-buzzy-wuzz! Fizz-buzzy-wuzz! Fizz-buzzy-wuzz!" sneezed Uncle
Wiggily, and then the dodo himself gave another very large special five
and ten cent store sale sneeze and blew himself backward out of the
door. So he didn't get Uncle Wiggily after all.

"And now we are all right," said Alice, when they had all finished
sneezing, including the baby. "Have some soup, Uncle Wiggily."

So the bunny did, finding it very good, and made from cabbage and
pretzels and then he went home to his stump bungalow.

And if the lollypop stick doesn't have to go out and help the wash lady
hold up the clothesline when it goes fishing for apple pie I'll tell you
next about Uncle Wiggily and the cook.




CHAPTER IX

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE COOK


"Well, Mr. Longears, I shall have to leave you all alone today," said
Nurse Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy, the muskrat lady housekeeper, as she gave Uncle
Wiggily, the bunny rabbit gentleman, his breakfast in the hollow stump
bungalow one morning.

"Leave me all alone--how does that happen?" asked Uncle Wiggily, sort of
sad and sorrowful like. "Do you mean you are going to leave me for
good?"

"Oh, no; I'm just going to be busy all day sewing mosquito shirts for
the animal boy soldiers who are going off to war. Since you taught them
how to shoot their talcum powder guns at the bad biting bugs, Sammie
Littletail, your rabbit nephew, and Johnnie and Billie Bushytail, the
squirrels; Jackie and Peetie Bow Wow, the puppy dogs, and all the other
Woodland chaps have been bothered with the mosquitoes."

"They made war enough on me," said Uncle Wiggily.

"And, since they could not catch you, they are starting war against your
friends," went on Nurse Jane, "so I am making mosquito shirts for the
animal boys. I'll be away sewing all day, and you'll have to get your
own lunch, I'm afraid."

"I'm not afraid!" laughed brave Uncle Wiggily. "If I could get away from
the bad, biting mosquitoes, I guess I can get my own lunch. Besides,
maybe Alice from Wonderland will come along and help me."

"Maybe," spoke Nurse Jane. Then the muskrat lady, tying her tail up in a
pink-blue hair ribbon, scurried off, while Uncle Wiggily hopped over the
fields and through the woods, looking for an adventure.

But adventures, or things that happen to you, seemed to be scarce that
day, and it was noontime before the bunny gentleman hardly knew it.

"Well!" he exclaimed. "I'm getting hungry, and, as I didn't bring any
cherry pie with me I'll have to skip along to my hollow stump bungalow
for something to eat."

Nurse Jane had left some things on the table for the bunny gentleman to
eat for his lunch. There were cold carrot sandwiches, cold cabbage
tarts, cold turnip unsidedowns--which are like turnovers only
different--and cold lettuce pancakes.

"But it seems to me," said Uncle Wiggily, "it seems to me that I would
like something hot. I think I'll make a soup of all these things as I
saw the cook doing when I went through the funny little door and met
Alice from Wonderland in the kitchen of the Duchess."

So, getting a large soup kettle, Uncle Wiggily put into it the cold
carrot sandwiches, the cold lettuce pancakes, the cold cabbage tarts and
so on. Then he built a fire in the stove.

"For," said he, "if those things are good cold they are better hot. I
shall have a fine hot lunch."

Then Uncle Wiggily sat down to wait for the things to cook, and every
once in a while he would look at the kettle on the stove and say:

"Yes, I shall have a fine, hot lunch!"

And then, all of a sudden, after the bunny rabbit gentleman had said
this about five-and-ten-cent-store times a voice cried:

"Indeed you will have a hot lunch!" and all of a sudden into the kitchen
of the hollow stump bungalow came the red hot flamingo bird, eager to
burn the rabbit gentleman.

"Oh!" exclaimed Uncle Wiggily. "I--I don't seem to know you very well."

"You'll know me better after a bit," said the red flamingo bird,
clashing its beak like a pair of tailor's shears. "I'm the bird that
Alice from Wonderland used for a croquet mallet when she played with the
Queen of Hearts."

"Oh, now I know!" said the bunny. "Won't you have lunch with me?" he
asked, trying to be polite. "I'm having a hot lunch, though Nurse Jane
left me a cold one, and--"

"You are going to have a much hotter lunch than you imagine!" said the
red flamingo bird. "Look out! I'm getting sizzling hot!" And indeed he
was, which made him such a red color, I suppose. "I'm going to burn
you!" cried the bird to Uncle Wiggily, sticking out his red tongue.

"Burn me? Why?" asked the poor bunny gentleman.

"Oh, because I have to burn somebody, and it might as well be you!" said
the flamingo. "Look out, now!"

"Ha! Indeed! And it's you who had better look out!" cried a new voice.
And with that the cook--the same big lady, shaped like a ham, whom Uncle
Wiggily had last seen in the kitchen of the Duchess--this cook hopped
nimbly in through a window of the hollow stump bungalow.

"I'll fix him!" she cried, catching up the flatirons from the shelf over
the stove and throwing them at the flamingo. "Get out! Scat! Sush! Run
away!" And she threw the fire shovel, the dustpan, the sink shovel, the
stove lifter, the broom and the coal scuttle at the flamingo. My, but
that cook was a thrower!

She didn't hit the red flamingo bird with any of the things she threw,
but she tossed them so very hard, and seemingly with such anger, that
the bird was frightened.

"This is no place for me!" cried the flaming red bird, drawing in his
red tongue. "I'll go make it hot for Mr. Whitewash, the polar bear. He
might like some heat for a change from his cake of ice."

Then the red flamingo bird, not burning Uncle Wiggily at all, flew away,
and the cook, after she had picked up all the kitchen things she had
thrown, came in and had a hot lunch with Uncle Wiggily, who thanked her
very much.

"I'm glad you came," said the bunny, "but I didn't know you cooks threw
things."

"Oh, I'm from the Wonderland Alice book, which makes me different," the
cook answered. And she was queer. But everything came out all right, you
see, and if the trolley car conductor doesn't punch the transfer so hard
that it falls off the seat, I'll tell you next about Uncle Wiggily and
the Baby.




CHAPTER X

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE BABY


"Well," said Uncle Wiggily Longears, the rabbit gentleman, to himself,
as he stood in the middle of the woods and looked around. "I don't seem
to be going to have any adventures today at all. I wonder what's the
matter?"

Something was wrong, that is certain.

The bunny uncle had been hopping along all the morning, and part of the
afternoon, and not a single adventure had he found. Almost always
something happened to him, but this time was different.

He had not met Alice from Wonderland, nor any of her queer relations,
and Uncle Wiggily had not seen any of his animal boy or girl friends, so
the rabbit gentleman was beginning to feel a bit lonesome.

Then, all of a sudden, before you could count a million (providing you
had time and wanted to), Uncle Wiggily saw, fluttering from a tree,
what he thought was a flag.

"That's queer," he said to himself, only out loud. "I wonder if any of
my mosquito enemies have made a camp there under the trees, and are
flying the flag before they come to bite me? I'll go closer and see."

Uncle Wiggily was very brave, you know, even if he only had his red,
white and blue striped rheumatism crutch instead of the talcum powder
popgun that shot bean-bag bullets. So up he went to where he thought he
saw the mosquito enemy's flag fluttering, and my goodness me sakes alive
and some chocolate cake ginger snaps! It wasn't the mosquito flag at
all, which shows that we ought never to be afraid until we are sure what
a thing is--and sometimes not then.

"Why, it's a lady's veil!" cried Uncle Wiggily, as he looked at the
fluttering thing. And, as he said that, someone, who was sitting on an
old log, turned around, and--there was the Wonderland Duchess
herself--the queer, stout lady who looked like a barrel of flour--very
rich you know!

[Illustration]

"Oh, hello, Uncle Wiggily!" called the Duchess, who is a sort of
princess grown up. "I'm glad to see you. I have a friend of yours here
with me!"

"Do you mean Alice?" asked the bunny.

"No, this time it's the Baby," answered the Duchess, and then Uncle
Wiggily saw that she had a live baby in her arms upside down. I mean the
baby was upside down, not the arms of the Duchess, though perhaps it
would have been better that way.

"Bless me!" cried Uncle Wiggily. "That's no way to hold the child."

"Oh, indeed!" said the Duchess, sort of sniffing proud like. "Then if
you know so much about holding babies, take this one. I have to go make
a rice pudding," and before Uncle Wiggily could stop her she tossed the
baby to him as if it were a ball and ran away, crying:

"Rice! Rice! Who has the rice pudding?"

"Oh, my!" Uncle Wiggily started to say, but that was all he had time
for, as he had to catch Baby, which he managed to do right side up. This
was a good thing, I think.

"You poor little dear!" cried the bunny uncle as he smoothed out the
Baby's clothes and looked around for a nursing bottle or a rattle box.
And, as he was doing this, and while the Baby was trying to close its
lips, which it had opened to cry with when it found itself skedaddling
through the air--while this was going on, some one gave a loud laugh,
and Uncle Wiggily, looking around in surprise, saw Alice from
Wonderland.

"Well!" said the bunny. "I'm glad to see you, but what is there to laugh
at?"

"The--the baby!" said Alice, sort of choking like, for she was trying to
talk and laugh at the same time.

"Why should you laugh at a poor baby, whom no one seems to know how to
care for?" asked Uncle Wiggily. "Why, I ask you?"

"Oh! But look what it's turning into!" said Alice, pointing.

The bunny uncle looked at what he held in his paws. It was wiggling,
twisting and squirming in such a funny way, squee-geeing its dress all
up around its face that for a moment Uncle Wiggily could not get a good
look, but, when he did, he cried:

"My goodness me sakes alive and some bacon gravy! It's a little pig!"

And so it was! As he held it the baby had turned into a tiny pig, with a
funny nose and half-shut eyes.

"Bless my rheumatism crutch!" cried Uncle Wiggily. "What made it do
that?"

"Because it's that way in the book where I came from," said Alice. "You
read and you'll see that the baby which the Duchess gives me to hold
turns into a little pig."

"But she gave it to ME to hold!" cried Uncle Wiggily.

"It's much the same thing," spoke Alice. "As long as it's a pig it
doesn't matter."

"But dear me hum suz dud!" cried the bunny. "I don't want to be carrying
around a little pig. Of course I like pigs, and I'm very fond of my
friends Curley and Floppy Twisty-tail, the little grunters. But this
baby pig--"

And, just as Uncle Wiggily said that, who should come along but a bad
old skillery-scalery hump-tailed alligator, walking on his hind legs,
with his two front claws stretched out in front of him.

"Ah, ha!" cried the bad alligator, who had promised to be good, but who
had not kept his word. "Ah, ha! At last I have caught you, Uncle
Wiggily, and Wonderland Alice, too!"

He was just going to grab them when the little Baby Pig, who had been
squirming very hard all the while, finally squirmed out of Uncle
Wiggily's paws, fell to the ground, and then, running right between the
legs of the alligator, as pigs always do run, the squealing chap upset
the bad, unpleasant creature, knocking him over in a frontward
somersault and also backward peppersault down the steps.

"Oh, my goodness!" cried the skillery-scalery alligator. "I'm killed!"
Which he wasn't at all, but he thought so, and this frightened him so
much that he ran away and didn't catch Uncle Wiggily or Alice after all,
for which I'm glad.

And if the puppy dog doesn't take all the bark off the sassafras tree
and leave none for the pussy cat to polish her claws on, I'll tell you
next about Uncle Wiggily and the Mock-Turtle.




CHAPTER XI

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE MOCK-TURTLE


"Oh, Uncle Wiggily! Will you please take me with you this morning?"
asked a little voice, somewhere down near the lower, or floor-end, of
the old rabbit gentleman's rheumatism crutch, as Mr. Longears sat at the
breakfast table in his hollow stump bungalow. "Please take me with you!"

"Well, who are you, and where do you want to be taken?" asked the bunny.

"Oh, I'm Squeaky-Eeky, the little cousin mouse," was the answer, "and I
want you to take me with you on one of your walks, so I can have an
adventure as you do with Alice in Wonderland."

"But perhaps I may not see Alice in Wonderland," spoke Uncle Wiggily. "I
do not always have that pleasure."

"Well, then, perhaps we'll see the Baby or the Duchess, or the Gryphon
or some of the funny folk who make such jolly fun with you," went on
Squeaky-Eeky. "I have a holiday from school today, because they are
painting the blackboards white, and I'd like to come with you."

"Come along then!" cried Uncle Wiggily, giving the little cousin mouse a
bit of cheese cake with some lettuce sugar sprinkled over the top.
"We'll see what sort of adventure happens today."

So, calling good-bye to Nurse Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy, the muskrat lady
housekeeper, Uncle Wiggily and Squeaky-Eeky started off over the fields
and through the woods. They had not gone very far before, all at once,
as they walked along a little path under the trees they saw a funny
thing lying near a clump of ferns.

It looked like a mud turtle at first, but after peering at it through
his glasses Uncle Wiggily saw that the larger part was made of a
half-round stone. In front of that was part of a broken rubber ball, and
sticking out at the four corner places were four pieces of wood, like
little claws, while at the back was a piece of an old leather boot.

"My! I wonder what in the world this can be?" said Uncle Wiggily,
surprised like.

"Maybe it's something from Alice in Wonderland," spoke Squeaky-Eeky, the
cousin mouse.

"You are right--I am!" exclaimed a voice. "I am the Mock-Turtle and I
have just gotten out of the soup."

"Oh, I'm so glad to meet you!" cried Squeaky. "I've always wanted to see
what a real mock turtle looked like, ever since I read the book about
Alice."

"Hum!" grunted the queer creature. "There's no such thing as a real mock
turtle any more than there is a make-believe toothache."

"I hope you never have that," said Squeaky-Eeky, politely.

"Thank you, I don't care for any," answered the Mock-Turtle, just as if
the little cousin mouse had passed the cakes. And then the turtle began
to sing:

     "Speak gently to your toothache drops,
       And do not let them fall.
     And when you have the measle-mumps,
       They'll scarcely hurt at all."

"Mine did," said Squeaky-Eeky, wondering if this was what Alice would
have answered. But the Mock-Turtle kept right on with:

     "Once a tramp was seated on
       A chair made out of cheese.
     He ate the legs and then he fell
       Down with a terrible sneeze."

"That isn't right," said Squeaky-Eeky. "It's a trap that was baited with
a piece of cheese, and--"

"Hush!" suddenly exclaimed the Mock-Turtle. "Here he comes!"

"Who?" asked the little cousin mouse. "Do you mean the tramp?"

Before the Mock-Turtle could answer along came shuffling a big, shaggy
bear. At first Uncle Wiggily and the little cousin mouse thought perhaps
it was Neddie or Beckie Stubtail, one of the good bear children, but
instead it was a bad old tramp sort of a bear--the kind that goes about
taking honey out of beehives.

"Ah, ha!" growled the bear. "A rabbit and a mouse! That's fine for me! I
shall have a good dinner, I'm sure!" and he smacked his red tongue
against his teeth.

"Where will you get your dinner?" asked Uncle Wiggily, curious like.

"There is no restaurant or kitchen around here," went on Squeaky-Eeky.

"Never you mind about that!" cried the bear. "I'll attend to you at
dessert. Just now I want Uncle Wiggily to come here and count how many
teeth I have," and he opened his mouth real wide, the bear did.

"Oh, but I don't want to count your teeth," said the poor bunny
gentleman, for well he knew what the bear's trick would be. The bear
wanted to bite Uncle Wiggily.

"You must count my teeth!" growled the shaggy creature, coming close to
Uncle Wiggily.

"No, let me do it!" suddenly cried the Mock-Turtle. "I am good at
counting."

"Well, it doesn't make any difference who does it," said the bear. Then,
going close over to where the Mock-Turtle sat on the path, the bear
opened wide his mouth. And then, just as he would have done to the
rabbit gentleman, the bear made a savage bite for the Mock-Turtle.

But you know what happened. Instead of biting on something good, like a
lollypop, the bear bit on the hard stone, of which the top part of Mock,
or Make-Believe, Turtle was made, and the stone was so gritty and tough
that the bear's teeth all broke off, and then he couldn't bite even a
jelly fish.

"Oh, wow! Oh, woe is me!" cried the bear, as he ran to see if he could
find a dentist to make him some false teeth.

"And he didn't hurt me a bit," laughed the Mock-Turtle, made of stone,
wood and leather, who was built that way on purpose to fool bad bears
and such like. "I don't mind in the least being bitten," said the
pretend turtle.

"But you saved my life, and Squeaky-Eeky's, too," said Uncle Wiggily. "I
thank you!" Then the Mock-Turtle crawled away and the bunny and mousie
girl had a fine time together. And if the milk wagon doesn't go swimming
down on the board walk with the watering cart and make the ice cream
jump over the lollypop, I'll tell you next about Uncle Wiggily and the
Lobster.




CHAPTER XII

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE LOBSTER


"You'll be home to supper, won't you?" asked Nurse Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy, the
muskrat lady housekeeper, as she saw her friend, Uncle Wiggily Longears,
the rabbit gentleman, hopping down off the front porch of the hollow
stump bungalow one morning.

"Oh, yes, I'll be home," he answered, "I'm just going to look for a
little adventure."

Then, not having been on the board walk in quite a while, Uncle Wiggily
went down to the ocean seashore beach.

"For," said the old rabbit gentleman to himself, "I have not had a
seashore adventure in some time. And, perhaps, my friend, Alice, from
Wonderland, may be down there. I know in her story book there are many
curious things that happen near the sea."

So down to the shore went Uncle Wiggily and as he was walking along,
looking at the funny marks his feet made in the wet sand, all of a
sudden he came to a pile of damp, green seaweed, and from underneath it
he heard a voice calling:

"Oh, help me out! Please help me out!"

"Ha! That sounds like some one in trouble!" Uncle Wiggily said. "I must
help them." Then with his red, white and blue striped rheumatism crutch
that Nurse Jane had gnawed for him out of a lollypop stick, the bunny
poked away the seaweed, and underneath it, all tangled up so he could
hardly move, was a Lobster gentleman.

"Oh, it was so good of you to get me out," said the Lobster as he gave a
flip-flap with his tail. "An old crab, who doesn't like me, piled the
seaweed over my back as I was taking a nap in the sun. My long thin legs
were all tangled in it, and even with my big pinching claws I could not
get loose, and I was so afraid I'd be late."

"Late for what?" asked Uncle Wiggily, wondering where the Lobster was
going.

"To the dance--the quadrille, of course," was the answer.

"Oh, now I remember," said the bunny. "It's in the Wonderland Alice
book. You have to go to a dance, don't you?"

"Exactly," said the Lobster. "I'd be pleased to have you come with me."

"I will," promised Uncle Wiggily, thinking maybe he would have an
adventure there. So down the beach started the Lobster gentleman and the
bunny uncle. On and on they went for a long, long time, it seemed to
Uncle Wiggily, and it was getting quite late, as he could tell by the
star fish which were twinkling on the beach, and still they had seen no
signs of a dance.

"I can't understand it," said the Lobster. "Alice said I was to walk
until I met her, and she'd take me to the party. And we certainly have
been walking a long time."

"We have," agreed Uncle Wiggily. "It is so late I'm afraid I'll have to
leave you and go home to supper, as I promised Nurse Jane."

"That's too bad," went on the Lobster. "I wanted you to see how well I
can dance on the end of my tail. But I can't understand why we don't get
to the quadrille. We certainly have walked down the beach, haven't we?"

"We have," answered the bunny. "But--Ah! I have it!" Uncle Wiggily
suddenly cried. "You have been walking BACKWARD, and I have been
following you. We have been going =away= from the dance instead of =toward=
it."

"Of course!" cried the Lobster, in a cold and clammy voice. "Why didn't
I think of that before? I always have to go backward, on account of my
claws being so heavy I have to pull them after me, instead of pushing
them ahead.

"And so, of course, going backward as I do, and as all Lobsters do, when
I want to get anywhere I always turn my back toward it, and get to it
that way. This time I forgot to do that."

"But what can we do now?" Uncle Wiggily wanted to know. "How can we get
to the dance?"

"I'll just turn around and back up to it," spoke the Lobster. "I'm sorry
to have mixed things up for you, especially as you were so kind as to
get me from under the pile of seaweed."

"Oh, don't worry!" laughed Uncle Wiggily, jolly-like. "I dare say it
will be all right. Come on!"

So the lobster turned around and began to back toward where he hoped to
find the dance. It grew darker and darker, and the star fish were
twinkling more than ever, and then, all of a sudden, they came to the
hollow stump bungalow where Uncle Wiggily lived.

"Hurray!" cried the Lobster. "Here we are at the quadrille. Now I'll
explain to Alice--"

"No, this isn't the dance," said Uncle Wiggily. "This is where I live.
But I'd be pleased to have you come in to supper, and we can go to the
dance tomorrow."

"I will!" cried the Lobster, after thinking about it.

Into the hollow stump bungalow they went, the Lobster backing in, of
course, and Uncle Wiggily cried:

"Supper for two, if you please, Nurse Jane!"

"Right away!" answered the muskrat lady. And she began to set the table.
And then, while Uncle Wiggily and the Lobster were talking together
Nurse Jane called:

"Oh, dear! I've lost the can opener, and I can't open this tin of
peaches. What shall I do?"

"Let me try!" begged Uncle Wiggily. But his paws were not big enough.

"I'll do it!" said the Lobster. And with his strong, pinching claws he
punched open the can of peaches as easily as you can eat a chocolate
cream drop. It was no trouble at all for him. So it was a good thing
Uncle Wiggily brought the Lobster home for supper, you see.

And if the stairs don't stand on their heads and with their toes tickle
all the holes out of the lawn tennis nets, I'll tell you next about
Uncle Wiggily and Father William.




CHAPTER XIII

UNCLE WIGGILY AND FATHER WILLIAM


One morning, soon after he had finished his breakfast, having taken his
red, white and blue striped barber pole rheumatism crutch down from
behind the clock, Uncle Wiggily Longears, the rabbit gentleman, started
out from his hollow stump bungalow.

There were quite a few friends of the little girl named Alice in
Wonderland whom he had not yet met, and he hoped to have an adventure
with one of them. So, tossing up in the air his tall silk stovepipe hat,
and letting it bounce three times on the end of his pink nose, Uncle
Wiggily hurried off.

The rabbit gentleman had not gone very far, over the fields and through
the woods, before he saw something very strange indeed. This something
was what seemed to be a funny sort of flower vase, with two things
sticking up in it, and on the end of them were two shoes.

"My goodness me, sakes alive and some chocolate cake pudding!" cried the
surprised bunny uncle. "What's this?"

Then, as he looked again, he saw a funny face, and a pair of bright eyes
looking at him from the bottom part of what seemed to be a flower vase.

"Why, it's a man!" cried Uncle Wiggily.

"Of course I'm a man," was the jolly answer. "But don't be afraid of me;
I'm not a hunter man."

"And you--you're standing on your head!" went on Uncle Wiggily, more
surprised than ever.

"Of course I'm standing on my head!" said the funny man. "I have to do
that to make things come out as they do in the Alice in Wonderland book.
I'm Father William, you know," and with that he gave a nimble spring,
turned a back somersault, putting himself right side up, and began to
recite this verse:

     "You are old, Father William, the Young Man said,
       And your hair has become very white.
     But yet you incessantly stand on your head.
       Do you think, at your age, that is right?"

"But is it?" asked Uncle Wiggily quickly, as soon as funny Father
William had ceased speaking.

"Of course it is," was the answer. "Otherwise it wouldn't be in the book
and I wouldn't do it. At first it came very hard to me, but now I can
easily manage. And you'll find you get quite a different view of things,
looking at them upside down as I do every now and then," he went on.

"I wonder if I could stand on my head?" spoke Uncle Wiggily.

"Try it," said Father William.

"I'd like to," went on the bunny uncle. "But I might crush my tall silk
hat."

"Take it off," suggested Father William.

"Yes, I could do that. But suppose some one were to see me?" asked the
bunny. "It would look sort of queer."

"No one will see you here behind the trees," spoke Father William.
"Besides, if they do, learning to stand on one's head is very useful.
There is no telling when you may want to do it at home."

"That's so," agreed Uncle Wiggily. "Well, I'll try."

At first he couldn't stand up on his head at all, just turning over in a
sort of flip-flop every time he tried. But at last Father William held
up the bunny rabbit by the heels, and then Uncle Wiggily did it better.
After a while he could stand straight, right side up, on his hind paws,
give a little wiggle, and then suddenly, with a funny twist and a
somersault flop, there he was, standing on his head, with his silk hat
twirling around on his upper paws. And Father William could do the same
thing.

If you had happened to walk through the woods when Uncle Wiggily and
Father William, who had a little holiday from the Alice book, were
standing on their heads, surely you would have laughed.

"And, now that I have learned a new trick, I must go look for an
adventure," said the bunny.

"I'll go with you," spoke Father William. Together they went along
through the woods and over the fields and, all of a sudden, from behind
a currant jam bush, out jumped a bad, old, double-jointed
skillery-scalery alligator.

"Ah, ha!" cried the alligator. "At last I have caught some one to whom I
can do it! Ah, ha!"

"Do what?" asked Uncle Wiggily, while Father William looked around for a
place to hide. "What are you going to do?"

"Tickle your feet!" was the surprising answer. "I am the ticklish
alligator, and feet I must tickle! Get ready now, here I come."

"Oh, dear!" cried Father William. "I never can bear to have my feet
tickled. For, when that happens I laugh and then I sneeze and then I
catch cold and have to go to bed. Oh, dear! I don't want my feet
tickled!"

"Hush!" whispered Uncle Wiggily, as the 'gator was hopping toward them.
"You won't have to suffer that! Quick! Stand on your head as you taught
me to, and hold your feet up in the air!"

And in the twinkle of a spiced pear Uncle Wiggily and Father William
were standing on their heads. The surprised alligator saw them, and
after trying to reach their feet with his claws, which he couldn't do,
as they were up in the air, he cried:

"Ah, ha! Thought you'd fool me, didn't you, by standing on your heads!
Well, I'll tickle your feet after all. I'll climb a tree and reach down
to them!"

"Oh, dear! He'll make me catch cold no matter what I do," sighed Father
William.

"No, he won't," said Uncle Wiggily. "The alligator is very good at
climbing up trees, but it takes him ever so long to climb down. As soon
as he climbs up we'll stop standing on our heads. We'll flip-flop to our
feet and run away."

And that's exactly what the bunny and Father William did. As soon as the
alligator was up in the tree branches they turned a flip-flop, stood up
straight and away they ran, and the alligator was all day getting down
out of the tree. So he didn't tickle their feet after all, but he might
have if Uncle Wiggily had not learned to stand on his head.

And if the ice wagon doesn't slide down hill and throw snowballs at the
potato pudding in the parlor I'll tell you next about Uncle Wiggily and
the magic bottles.




CHAPTER XIV

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE MAGIC BOTTLES


Uncle Wiggily Longears, the rabbit gentleman, was hopping along through
the woods one morning after having eaten breakfast in his hollow stump
bungalow, when, just as he reached a nice, grassy place, near a spring
of water, he saw the little flaxen-haired girl, Alice from Wonderland,
coming toward him.

"Oh, I'm so glad to see you!" cried Alice. "You are just in time to win
the first prize."

She handed the gentleman rabbit a little bottle, filled with what seemed
to be water, and stoppered with a blue cork.

"First prize for what?" asked Uncle Wiggily.

"For getting here early," answered Alice. "And you also get second
prize, too," and she handed him another bottle, stoppered with a red
cork.

"Why do I get second prize?" asked the bunny.

"For not being late," answered Alice with a smile. "It is very simple.
First prize for being early, second prize for not being late."

"Hum!" said Uncle Wiggily, sort of scratching his pink, twinkling nose,
thoughtful like. "It's much the same thing, it seems to me."

"Not at all," said Alice, quickly. "The prizes are very different. Those
bottles are magical. They are filled with water from the pool of tears.
If you drink a few drops from the one with the blue cork you will grow
very small. And if you take some of the water from the red-stoppered
bottle you will grow very large. Be careful of your prizes."

"I will," promised Uncle Wiggily. "Are there any others coming?" he
asked, looking about through the trees.

"Any others coming where?" inquired Alice.

"Here. I mean, might they have gotten prizes, too?"

"No, only you," said the flaxen-haired girl. "You were the only one
expected."

"But," spoke the puzzled bunny rabbit, "if I was the only one expected,
what was the use of giving prizes? No one else could have gotten here
ahead of me; could they?"

"Please don't ask me," begged Alice. "All I know is that it's one of the
riddles like those the March Hare asks, such as 'What makes the mirror
look crooked at you?' The answer is it doesn't if you don't. In this
case you get the prizes because there is no one else to give them to. So
take them and have an adventure. I have to go see what the Duchess
wants."

With that Alice faded away like the Cheshire Cat, beginning at her head
and ending up at her feet, the last things to go being the buttons on
her shoes.

"Well," said Uncle Wiggily to himself, "I have two prizes, it seems, of
magic bottles. I wonder what I am to do with them?"

He looked at the red and blue corked bottles, holding one in each paw,
and he was wondering whether it would be best to grow small or large,
when, all at once, he felt himself caught from behind by a pair of big
claws, and, looking over his shoulder, as best he could, Uncle Wiggily
saw that he was held fast by a big alligator; a skillery-scalery chap
with a double-jointed tail that he could swing back and forth like a
pantry door.

"Ah, ha! I have you!" gurgled the 'gator.

"Yes, I see you have!" said Uncle Wiggily, sadly.

"You thought you and Father William would fool me by standing on your
heads so I couldn't tickle your feet," went on the 'gator, as I call him
for short. "But I got down out of the tree, and here I am. I have you
now and you can't get away from me!"

Indeed it did seem so, for he held Uncle Wiggily very tight and fast in
his claws.

"What are you going to do with me?" asked the rabbit.

"Take you home to my den, and my dear little foxes, Eight, Nine and
Ten," said the alligator.

"Foxes!" cried Uncle Wiggily. "Have you foxes?"

"I have!" answered the alligator. "I am keeping them until their father
gets back from a hunting trip, and they are very hungry. Their father
is the fox who went out 'in a hungry plight, and he begged of the moon
to give him light, for he'd many miles to go that night, before he could
reach his den-O.'"

"Oh, now I remember," said Uncle Wiggily. "It's in Mother Goose."

"Yes, and so is the rest of it," went on the alligator. "'At last the
fox reached home to his den, and his dear little foxes, Eight, Nine,
Ten.' Those are their names, though they sound like numbers," said the
'gator. "I'll soon introduce you to them. Come along!"

Now Uncle Wiggily did not like this at all. He wanted to get away from
the alligator, but he did not know how he could do it. At last he
thought of the magical bottles Alice had given him.

"Ah, ha!" thought Uncle Wiggily. "I'll give the alligator a drink from
the blue-corked one, and we'll see what happens." So Uncle Wiggily slyly
said to the 'gator:

"Before you take me off to your den, would you not like a drink from
this bottle to refresh you?"

"Yes, I would," said the skillery-scalery creature, not at all politely.
"I was going to take some anyhow whether you asked me or not."

With that he took the blue-corked bottle from the paw of the bunny
rabbit gentleman, pulled out the stopper with his teeth and drank a few
drops.

And, no sooner had he done that, than the alligator began to shrink.
First he became as small as a dog, then as little as a cat, then as tiny
as a kitten, then no larger than a bird and finally he was no bigger
than a baby angle worm. And when the alligator became that size Uncle
Wiggily was not afraid and easily got away from him, taking the two
magic bottles.

"Oh, dear!" cried the 'gator in a baby angle worm voice, which was about
as loud as the head of a pin. "How foolish I was to drink from the magic
bottle and grow small."

But it served him right, I think, and the bunny uncle was safe. And if
the head of the table doesn't step on the front door mat and make it
slide off the porch I'll tell you next about Uncle Wiggily and the
croquet ball.




CHAPTER XV

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE CROQUET BALL


"Why in the world are you taking those bottles with you?" asked Nurse
Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy, the muskrat lady housekeeper, as she saw Uncle
Wiggily, the bunny rabbit gentleman, hopping off the front porch of his
hollow stump bungalow one morning.

"These are the prizes which Alice from Wonderland gave me," answered Mr.
Longears, as he looked at the blue and red corked bottles. "The red one
makes things grow larger and the blue one makes them smaller. I am going
to take them with me as I go looking for an adventure today, as there is
no telling when I might need them. I did yesterday, when the alligator
caught me. I gave him a drink from the blue bottle and he shrunk until
he was no larger than a baby angle worm."

The rabbit gentleman had not gone very far, twinkling his pink nose as
he hopped, before, all of a sudden, he came to a place where a big
stone grew out of the ground, and near it he heard a voice, saying:

"Oh, dear! Oh, dear! Oh, dear!"

"Ha! That sounds like trouble!" exclaimed the bunny. "Who are you and
what is the matter?" he asked, kindly.

"Oh, I am a Lady Bug," was the answer, "and I am so small that I either
get lost all the while, or all the other animals and bugs in the forest
step on me. Oh, I wish I were larger so I could be more easily seen!"

"Indeed, you are rather hard to see," said Uncle Wiggily, and he had to
look twice through his glasses before he could notice the Lady Bug. At
the first look he only half saw her, but the second time he saw her
fully.

"I'd like to be about as large as a June Beetle," said the Lady Bug.
"But I don't s'pose I ever shall be."

"Oh, yes you will!" cried jolly Uncle Wiggily.

"I will! How?" asked the Lady Bug, eagerly.

"I have here some water in a magic bottle," said the bunny. "I'll give
you a few drops of it, and it will make you grow larger." So he took
some water from the red-corked flask, and let the Lady Bug sip it.
Instantly she grew as large as a turkey.

"Oh, now I'm too big," she said.

"I see you are," said Uncle Wiggily.

"I'll have to give you some from the other bottle and make you grow
smaller." So he did, but he must have given a little too much, for the
Lady Bug suddenly grew as small as the point of a baby pin.

"Oh, this is worse and worse," she said sadly.

"I know it!" agreed Uncle Wiggily. "Wait, I'll give you a little of both
kinds," and he did, so the Lady Bug grew to the size of a small potato,
which was just right, so she would not get lost or stepped on.

After the Lady Bug had thanked him, Uncle Wiggily, with his two magical
bottles, hopped on through the woods. He had not gone very far before he
saw Alice of Wonderland and the Queen of Hearts playing croquet on a
grassy place.

"Come on, Uncle Wiggily!" called Alice. "You're just in time for the
game."

"Fine!" said the bunny uncle, taking a mallet and round wooden ball
which the Queen handed him.

"Three strikes and you go out!" warned the Queen.

"What does she mean?" asked Uncle Wiggily of Alice. "This isn't
baseball."

"She means," explained the little flaxen-haired girl, "that if you miss
striking the croquet ball three times with your mallet you have to go
out and bring in some ice cream."

"Oh, I shan't mind that," the bunny rabbit said. "In fact, I shall
rather like it. Now, what do I do--?"

"Play ball!" suddenly cried the Queen of Hearts, and she struck with her
mallet the croquet ball near her such a hard blow that it sailed through
the air and hit Uncle Wiggily in the coat tails. And then something
cracked.

All at once the croquet ball began growing larger! Bigger and bigger it
grew, like a snowball which you roll in the yard, and then it began to
roll after Uncle Wiggily. Down the croquet ground the big wooden ball
chased after him, rolling closer and closer.

"Oh, my!" cried the Queen of Hearts, "What have I done?"

"The ball cracked the magical red stoppered bottle that was in my coat
tail pocket!" cried Uncle Wiggily over his shoulder, as he ran. "Some of
the magic, big-growing water spilled on the ball, and now it has turned
into a giant! Oh, it will crush me!"

And, really, it did seem as though the big croquet ball would, for now
it was as large as a house and still growing, so strong was the water in
the magical bottle that had been broken.

Larger and larger grew the croquet ball, and faster and faster it rolled
after Uncle Wiggily. It was almost on his heels now, and the bunny
gentleman was running so fast that his tall silk hat flew off.

"Oh, what shall I do?" he cried.

Alice thought for a minute, then she called:

"Quick, Uncle Wiggily. Take out the blue-corked bottle and sprinkle
some of that water on the croquet ball! Hurry now!"

Uncle Wiggily did. As he ran he turned and threw back over his shoulder
some of the blue bottle water on the big rolling croquet ball. And, all
at once, just as the alligator had done, the croquet ball shrank and
shrank until it was no larger than a boy's marble, and then it couldn't
hurt Uncle Wiggily even if it did roll on him.

But it is a good thing he had that bottle of shrinking water with him;
isn't it?

And, if the expressman doesn't take the baby carriage to ride the trunk
down to the five-and-ten-cent store to buy a new piano, I'll tell you
next about Uncle Wiggily and the Do-do.




CHAPTER XVI

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE DO-DO


"I declare!" exclaimed Nurse Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy, the muskrat lady
housekeeper for Uncle Wiggily Longears, the rabbit gentleman, "I
declare, I'll never get it done--never!"

"What?" asked Uncle Wiggily. "What won't you get done?"

"All this housework," answered Miss Fuzzy Wuzzy. "You see, going over to
call on Mrs. Bushytail, the squirrel lady, last night I didn't wash the
supper dishes, and now I have them to do, and also the breakfast dishes
and the sweeping and dusting and I ought to bake a cake, and mend some
of your socks and--"

"Whoa!" called Uncle Wiggily with a jolly laugh, as though he had spoken
to Munchie Trot, the pony. "That's enough! Don't say any more. You have
too much work to do."

"And I'm worried about it," said Nurse Jane.

"Don't be," advised the rabbit gentleman. "I'll stay and help you do
it."

"No," said Nurse Jane. "Thank you just the same, but I'd rather you
wouldn't stay around the hollow stump bungalow when there is so much to
do. You might get in my way and I'd step on you. That would give me the
fidgets. It is very kind of you, but if you'll go off and have an
adventure I think that will be best."

"Just as you say," agreed Uncle Wiggily. "But I'd like to help. Can't I
bring you a diamond dishpan or a gold wash rag from the five and ten
cent store?"

"No! Hop along with you!" laughed Nurse Jane. "I dare say I'll manage
somehow."

So Uncle Wiggily hopped along, over the fields and through the woods,
and then he suddenly said to himself:

"I know what I'll do. I'll play a little trick on Nurse Jane. She
shouldn't spend so much time in the kitchen. A little is all right, but
there is too much trouble about housework. Here I go off and have an
adventure and she has to slop around in dishwater. It isn't right!"

Then the rabbit gentleman hopped along until he came to a woodland
telephone, made from a trumpet vine flower, and into that he called,
speaking right into his own hollow stump bungalow and to Nurse Jane.

"Oh, Miss Fuzzy Wuzzy!" called Uncle Wiggily. "Can you come over to Mrs.
Wibblewobble's duck house right away?"

"Why, yes, I can," answered the muskrat lady, "though I have a lot of
work to do. What is the matter?"

"I'll tell you when you get there," said the voice of Uncle Wiggily,
pretending he was Mrs. Wibblewobble, the duck lady. Then he called up
Mrs. Wibblewobble herself, told her how he had fooled Nurse Jane, and
asked the duck lady, when the muskrat lady housekeeper came, to keep her
talking and visiting as long as she could.

"And while Nurse Jane is at your house, Mrs. Wibblewobble," said Uncle
Wiggily, over the trumpet vine telephone, "I'll run around the back way
to the hollow stump bungalow and do all the work."

"That will be a nice surprise for Nurse Jane," the duck lady said.

Uncle Wiggily guessed so, too, and when he thought Nurse Jane was safely
at Mrs. Wibblewobble's house, he went to the bungalow. He took off his
tall silk hat, laid aside his red, white and blue striped rheumatism
crutch, and began with the dishes. There was a large pile of them, but
Uncle Wiggily was brave.

"When I was a soldier I fought a great many more mosquitoes than there
are dishes here," he said. "I will make believe the plates, cups and
saucers are the enemy, and I will charge on them and souse them."

And Uncle Wiggily did, with a cake of soap for a gun and washing powder
to fire with. But, still and with all, there were many dishes, and when
he thought of the beds to make, the sweeping and dusting to be done and
the socks to mend, Uncle Wiggily said:

"Oh, dear!"

"What's the matter?" asked a voice behind him, and turning, he saw
Alice from Wonderland. With her was a queer bird, which had a tail like
that of a mouse.

"Oh, I'm glad to see you!" said Uncle Wiggily. "But I can't go and have
an adventure with you, Alice, as I have to do all these dishes. Then I
have to do the sweeping and do the dusting and do--"

"That's enough!" laughed Alice. "There are too many Do-dos. I am just in
time, I see. My friend will help you," and she pointed to the queer
bird.

"What?" cried Uncle Wiggily. "Can he do dishes?"

"He can do anything!" laughed Alice. "He is the Do-do bird, and all I
have to do is to pinch his tail and he will work very fast."

"Doesn't it hurt him?" asked Uncle Wiggily.

"What, to work fast?" Alice wanted to know.

"No, to pinch his tail."

"Not in the least," answered Alice. "He's used to it. The only trouble
is I have to keep on pinching it to make him do things, and that means
I have to keep my finger and thumb on his tail all the while and follow
him around. Now we'll begin to do things, dear Do-do," and she pinched
the bird's tail.

At once the bird began to wash dishes, and soon they were all done, and
then when the Do-do started to do the beds Uncle Wiggily thought of a
new plan.

"As long as you have to pinch his tail," said the bunny to Alice, "I'll
get Nurse Jane's hair curlers. You can snap them on his tail and they'll
keep pinching on it, and pinching on it all the while, and you and I can
go take a walk."

"Fine!" cried Alice. So with the hair curlers pinching his tail the
Do-do bird quickly did all the bungalow housework, and Uncle Wiggily and
Alice had a fine walk. And when Nurse Jane came home from Mrs.
Wibblewobble's and found the work all done she was very happy. And so
was the Do-do, for he loved to do dishes.

And if the teacup doesn't try to hide in the milk pitcher, where the
bread crumbs can't tickle it when they play tag with the butter knife,
I'll tell you next about Uncle Wiggily and the Lory.




CHAPTER XVII

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE LORY


Once upon a time the skillery-scalery alligator was out walking in the
fields near the muddy river where he lived, and he happened to meet a
big spider.

"Good morning, Mr. Alligator," said Mr. Spider. "Have you caught that
Uncle Wiggily Longears bunny yet?"

"I have not, I am sorry to say," answered the alligator chap. "I've
tried every way I know how, but something always happens so that he gets
away. Either he is helped by that funny book-girl, Alice from
Wonderland, or by some of her friends. I'm afraid I'll never catch Uncle
Wiggily."

"Oh, yes, you will," said Mr. Spider. "I'll help you."

"How?" asked the 'gator, which was his short name, though he was rather
long.

"I'll crawl through the woods and over the fields until I find him
asleep," said Mr. Spider. "And, when I do, I'll spin a strong web
around and over him so he cannot get loose. Then I'll come and tell you
and you can get him."

"Very good," spoke Mr. Alligator. "Please do it."

So the alligator went back to sleep in the mud to wait until Mr. Spider
should bring him word that Uncle Wiggily was held fast in the web.

And now let us see what happens to the bunny gentleman. As he always
did, he started out from his hollow stump bungalow one morning to look
for an adventure. There had been a little accident at breakfast time.
Nurse Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy, the muskrat lady housekeeper, had boiled the
eggs too long and they were as hard as bullets.

"You can't eat them," she said to Uncle Wiggily. "I'll boil you some
fresh ones."

"All right," laughed the bunny. "I don't want to get indyspepsia by
eating hard bullet eggs. But I'll take them with me and give them to
Johnnie or Billie Bushytail, the squirrel boys. They can crack hard nuts
so they must be able to crack hard boiled eggs."

So it was that Uncle Wiggily, after having eaten the newly boiled soft
eggs, started from his hollow stump bungalow with the hard boiled eggs
in his pocket.

He had not traveled very far before he heard from behind a big log a
voice crying:

"Oh, dear! It isn't hard enough! It isn't half hard enough!"

"What isn't?" asked Uncle Wiggily, as he saw a funny looking bird with a
very large bill like a parrot's. "What isn't hard enough?"

"This log of wood," was the answer. "I need something hard to bite on to
sharpen my beak, but this wood is too soft."

"You are a funny bird," laughed the bunny gentleman. "Who might you be?"

"I am the Lory bird," was the answer. "I belong in the book with Alice
of Wonderland, but I'm out for a day's pleasure, and, as I can't tell
what I might have to eat, I thought I'd sharpen my bill. But I can't
find anything hard enough to use as a grindstone."

"Suppose you try these," said Uncle Wiggily, taking the hard boiled
eggs out of his pocket.

"The very thing!" cried the Lory. "These will be fine for my bill!" With
that he champed his beak down on the hard eggs and he had all he could
do to bite them. "Now I'll get my beak good and sharp," said Lory. "You
have done me a great favor, Uncle Wiggily, and I hope some day to do you
one."

"Pray, do not mention it," said the bunny rabbit, modest-like and shy.
Then, having found a good use for the hard boiled eggs, even if he
didn't give them to the Bushytail squirrel boys, Uncle Wiggily hopped
along, and the Lory kept on biting the shells for practice.

Now, it was a warm day, and, as Uncle Wiggily felt tired, he sat down in
a shady place in the fields, and soon fell fast asleep. And, no sooner
was he in Dreamland than along came Mr. Spider.

"Ah, ha!" said the spider. "Now's my chance to catch this bunny for the
alligator. I'll spin a strong web around him, so strong that he cannot
break loose. Then I'll go get my friend, the 'gator."

So while Uncle Wiggily slept, Mr. Spider spun a strong web about the
bunny--a very extra strong web, with such big strands that Uncle Wiggily
never could have broken them himself. And when the web was all finished,
and the bunny was helpless, he awakened just as Mr. Spider was going off
to call Mr. Alligator.

"Oh, what has happened to me?" cried the bunny, as he found he could not
move his paws or even twinkle his pink nose. "Oh, what is it? Let me
go!"

"No, you can't go!" said the spider. "You are going to stay there until
I bring Mr. Alligator," and away he crawled. Uncle Wiggily tried to get
loose, but he could not.

"Oh, if only some one would come who's good and strong, and would cut
this web, then I would be free!" said the bunny.

And then, all of a sudden, out from behind the bush came the Four and
Twenty Tailors, from Mother Goose. They had their big scissors with
them, and they were led by Alice of Wonderland.

"I told these silly tailors I'd help them hunt the snail, because they
are so timid that they even fear her tail," laughed Alice, "but we'll
stop and help you first, dear Uncle Wiggily!"

Then the Four and Twenty Tailors, with their shears, sniped and snapped
the strong spider's web until it was all in pieces and the bunny could
easily get loose. And when the alligator, fetched by the spider, came to
get the bunny he wasn't there.

But the strong-billed Lory bird was there. He had heard about Uncle
Wiggily's trouble from the Do-do bird, and had come, with his strong
bill, to bite the spider web into little pieces.

"But I am too late, I see," said the Lory. "The Mother Goose Tailors got
here first. However, as I want to bite something hard and mean I'll bite
the alligator." And he did and the alligator said "Ouch!" and I'm glad
of it.

And if the telephone bell doesn't ring at the front door and make
believe it's the milkman looking for old rags, I'll tell you next about
Uncle Wiggily and the puppy.




CHAPTER XVIII

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE PUPPY


"Oh, Uncle Wiggily! Oh, Uncle Wiggily! Oh, Uncle Wiggily!" called Jackie
and Peetie Bow Wow, the two doggie boys, as they ran barking up to the
hollow stump bungalow one morning.

"Well, well! What's the matter now?" asked Uncle Wiggily Longears, the
rabbit gentleman, as he came out on the porch.

"Oh, we've got a baby over at our house!" cried Jackie.

"Come and see it!" barked Peetie.

"A baby? At your house?" exclaimed Uncle Wiggily.

"Well, a little puppy dog," said Jackie. "That's the same to us as a
real baby is to real persons."

"To be sure," agreed the bunny uncle. "I'll come over and see the new
baby puppy," and putting on his tall silk hat, and taking down his
red-white-and-blue-striped barber pole rheumatism crutch from the
electric light, Mr. Longears started away over the fields to the kennel
house, where the Bow Wow dog family lived.

"There's the new baby puppy!" cried Jackie, as he poked away the straw
from the bed where something was moving about.

"I--why, bless my spectacles--I can hardly see him!" said Uncle Wiggily,
taking off his glasses to polish them, for he thought maybe he had
splashed some carrot oatmeal on them at breakfast and that they were
clouded over.

"He's so small, that's why you can't see him," spoke Peetie. "But he'll
soon grow big like us, Uncle Wiggily."

"Let us hope so," spoke the bunny uncle. "He's so small now I'd be
afraid of stepping on him if I lived here."

"He's got awful cute eyes," said Peetie. "They aren't open yet, but I
can pull 'em apart a little bit to show you they're going to be blue
color, I guess," and Peetie began opening the shut eyes of his little
baby brother puppy. Of course, the puppy whined and Mrs. Bow Wow
called:

"Now, what are you boys doing to that baby?"

"Nothing, ma," answered Jackie.

"We're jest pokin' open his eyes so Uncle Wiggily can see 'em," answered
Peetie.

"Oh, you doggie boys!" cried Mrs. Bow Wow. "You mustn't do that! I'm
glad Uncle Wiggily came to see our baby, but now you run out and play,
Peetie and Jackie, while I visit with Mr. Longears."

So the doggie boys ran out to play with Johnnie and Billie Bushytail,
the squirrels, and Mrs. Bow Wow told Uncle Wiggily what a nice baby
Wuff-Wuff was. Wuff-Wuff was the new puppy's name.

"I'm sure he'll grow up to be a fine dog," said the bunny. Just then the
telephone bell in the kennel house rang, and when Mrs. Bow Wow answered
she said, after listening awhile:

"Oh, dear! This is your friend Nurse Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy talking to me. She
wants me to come over to show her how to make a strawberry longcake, as
there is a lot of company coming for supper. A short cake won't be large
enough."

"Are you going to my hollow stump bungalow?" asked Uncle Wiggily.

"I'd like to, only I can't leave Baby Wuff Wuff," said Mrs. Bow Wow.

"Oh, I'll stay and take care of him," said the bunny uncle. "I think I
can do it, and it may be an adventure for me. Trot along, Mrs. Bow Wow."

"Very well, I will. If Wuff Wuff gets hungry, just give him some milk
from this bottle," and she handed a nursing one to Uncle Wiggily. So
Mrs. Bow Wow went over to help Nurse Jane, the muskrat lady housekeeper,
make the longcake, and the bunny man stayed with the puppy baby.

Uncle Wiggily sat in the kennel house, while the little doggie nestled
in the straw. The bunny rabbit was just wondering who the company could
be that were coming to his bungalow, when, all of a sudden, there was a
big noise outside the kennel, and a big voice cried:

"Now I know you're in there, Uncle Wiggily, for I saw you hop in with
Jackie and Peetie. And I know they're gone, for I saw them go out. And I
know Mrs. Bow Wow is out. So you're there all alone and I'm going to get
you!" And Uncle Wiggily saw the big skillery-scalery alligator standing
outside the door.

"Oh, my!" thought the bunny rabbit gentleman. "He'll surely get me this
time, for he can knock the kennel house apart with one flip-flap of his
double-jointed tail. But maybe, if I keep real still, he will think I'm
gone."

So Uncle Wiggily snuggled down in the straw with the baby puppy, but the
alligator cried:

"Oh, I know you're there, and I'm going to get you!"

"Oh, if only this puppy was a big, strong dog, like Nero!" thought Uncle
Wiggily, "he could save me from the alligator." Just then the puppy
began to whine, and the bunny rabbit said:

"Oh, don't do that, Wuff Wuff! Don't whine, and make a noise, or the
alligator will get you, too."

But the puppy baby still whined, for he was hungry. Uncle Wiggily picked
up a bottle and put the end of it in Wuff Wuff's mouth.

"Here, drink that," said the bunny. "Then you won't be hungry." The
puppy baby did so, and then something very strange happened. The little
puppy suddenly began growing very large. First he was the size of Mr.
Bow Wow, and then he swelled up until he was as big as a horse, and had
to get out of the kennel house for fear of bursting off the roof.

And when the alligator saw the great big puppy dog, like the one in
Alice of Wonderland, suddenly standing in front of him, Mr. 'Gator just
gave one flip of his tail, and away he ran crying:

"Oh, my! I didn't know an elephant was there to save Uncle Wiggily!"

But there wasn't. It was only the puppy who had suddenly grown big. For
by mistake instead of giving him the bottle of milk, the bunny rabbit
gave him some of the water from the magical red-stoppered, big-growing
bottle that Alice from Wonderland had sent the bunny. It had been mended
after the croquet ball broke it. And, after the puppy had scared away
the alligator, Uncle Wiggily gave Wuff Wuff some water from the magical
blue-stoppered bottle and shrunk him to his regular baby size, and
everybody was happy.

And if the fairy tale doesn't waggle itself all around the book case and
scare all the big words out of the dictionary, I'll tell you next about
Uncle Wiggily and the Unicorn.




CHAPTER XIX

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE UNICORN


"Well, you look just as if you were going somewhere, Uncle Wiggily,"
said Nurse Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy, the muskrat lady housekeeper, as the rabbit
gentleman whizzed around the corner of his hollow stump bungalow in his
automobile, with the bologna sausage tires, one morning.

"I am going somewhere," he answered, and really he was, for the wheels
were whizzing around like anything.

"And going where, may I ask?" politely inquired the muskrat lady.

"I am going to give Alice a ride," answered Uncle Wiggily. "Alice from
Wonderland, I mean. She never has ridden in an automobile."

"She never has?" cried Nurse Jane, in surprise.

"Never! You see, when she was put in that nice book, which tells so much
about her, there weren't any autos, and, of course, she never could
have had a ride in one.

"But she had ever so many other nice adventures, such as going down the
rabbit hole and through the looking glass. However, I promised her a
ride in my auto, and here I go to give it to her," and with that Uncle
Wiggily sprinkled some pepper and salt on the sausage tires of his
auto's wheels to make them go faster.

The rabbit gentleman found Alice, the little book girl, in the White
Queen's garden having a make-believe tea party with the Mock Turtle, who
soon would have to go into the 5 o'clock soup.

"Oh, how kind of you to come for me, Uncle Wiggily!" cried Alice, and
she jumped up so quickly that she overturned the multiplication table,
at which she and the Mock Turtle had been sitting, and ran to jump in
the auto.

"Well, I don't call that very nice," said the Mock Turtle. "Here she's
gone and mixed up the seven times table with the three times six, and
goodness knows when I'll ever get them straightened out again."

"I'm sorry!" called Alice, waving her hand as she rode off with Uncle
Wiggily. "I'll help you when I come back."

"And I'll help too," promised the bunny uncle.

Mr. Longears and Wonderland Alice rode over the fields and through the
woods, and they were having a fine time when, all of a sudden, as the
automobile came near a place where some oak trees grew in a thick
cluster Alice cried:

"Hark! They're fighting!"

"Who?" asked Uncle Wiggily. "Please don't tell me it is the mosquito
enemy coming after me to bite me."

"No, it's the Lion and the Unicorn," Alice answered. "Don't you remember
how it goes in my book:

     "'The Lion and the Unicorn were fighting for the Crown,
     The Lion beat the Unicorn all around the town.
     Some gave them white bread, some gave them brown,
     And then the funny Unicorn jumped right up and down.'

"That last line isn't just right," explained Alice to the bunny uncle,
"but I couldn't properly think of it, I'm so frightened!"

"Frightened? At what?" asked Uncle Wiggily.

"At the Unicorn," answered Alice. "Here he comes," and, as she said
that, Uncle Wiggily saw a funny animal, like a horse, with a big long
horn sticking out of the middle of his head, straight in front of him,
galloping out of the clump of trees.

"Hurray! I beat him!" cried the Unicorn. "Come on now, quick, I must get
away from here before they catch me!"

"You beat him? Do you mean beat the Lion?" asked Uncle Wiggily for he
was not frightened as was Alice.

"Sure I beat him," answered the Unicorn, as he jumped into the back seat
of the automobile. "Drive on!" he ordered just as if the bunny uncle
gentleman were the coachman.

"Did you beat him very hard, with a broomstick?" asked Alice, putting
out her head from behind Uncle Wiggily's tall silk hat where she had
hidden herself.

"Beat him with a broomstick? Ha! Ha! I should say not!" laughed the
Unicorn. "We're too jolly good friends for that," and he spoke like an
English chap. "I beat him playing hop-Scotch and Jack-straws. I was two
hops and three straws ahead of him when I stopped and ran away because
they were after me."

"Who were after you?" asked Alice. "The lion's friends?"

"No, the straws that show which way the wind blows. When the wind blows
the straws against me they tickle, and I can't bear to be tickled. I'm
worse than a soap bubble that way. So I ran to get in the auto. I hope
you don't mind," and the Unicorn leaned back on the seat cushions.

"Mind? Not in the least!" cried Uncle Wiggily. "I'm glad to give you a
ride with Alice," and he made the auto go very fast. On and on they
went, over the fields and through the woods and then, all of a sudden,
out from behind a tree jumped the big skillery-scalery alligator walking
on his hind legs and the end of his double-jointed tail.

"Halt!" he cried, like a sentry soldier, and Uncle Wiggily stopped the
auto. "At last I have caught you," said the alligator in a nutmeg grater
sort of a voice. "I want you, Uncle Wiggily, and that Alice girl also.
As for your friend in the back seat, he may go--"

"Oh, may I? Thank you!" cried the Unicorn, and with that he leaned
forward. And, as he did so the long sharp horn in his head reached over
Uncle Wiggily's shoulder, and began to tickle the alligator right under
his soft ribs.

"Oh, stop! Stop it, I tell you!" giggled the 'gator. "Stop tickling me!"
and he laughed and wiggled and squirmed like an angle worm going
fishing.

"Stop! Stop!" he begged.

"I will when you let my friends, Uncle Wiggily and Alice, alone," said
the Unicorn, still tickling away.

"Yes! Yes! I'll let them alone," promised the alligator, and he laughed
until the tears ran down his tail. And then he had to run off by
himself through the woods, and so he didn't get the bunny uncle nor
Wonderland Alice either. And he never could have gotten the Unicorn,
because of his long, ticklish horn.

So it is sometimes a good thing to take one of these stickery chaps
along when you go for an automobile ride. And if the skyrocket doesn't
fall down and stub its nose when it tries to jump over the moon with the
crumpled horn cow, I'll tell you next about Uncle Wiggily and Humpty
Dumpty.




CHAPTER XX

UNCLE WIGGILY AND HUMPTY DUMPTY


"Excuse me," spoke a gentle voice behind Nurse Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy, the
muskrat lady housekeeper, who was cleaning the steps of the hollow stump
bungalow one morning. "Excuse me, but can Uncle Wiggily be out to play?"

"Be out to play?" repeated Nurse Jane. "Do you mean play with you?" and
the muskrat lady turned to see a little girl, with flaxen hair, standing
at the foot of the steps.

"Yes, play with me, if you please," said the little girl. "I'm Alice
from Wonderland, you know, and Uncle Wiggily and I had such a jolly time
yesterday, when the Unicorn tickled the alligator and made him laugh,
that I'd like to go off with him again."

"With whom--the alligator?" asked Nurse Jane.

"No, with Uncle Wiggily," laughed Alice. "Where is he?"

"Here I am, Alice. I've just finished breakfast," answered the bunny
rabbit gentleman himself, as he came out on the front bungalow steps.
"Are you ready for another auto ride?"

"Indeed I am, thank you. And as tomorrow is a holiday I don't have any
school today."

"That's funny," said Uncle Wiggily, twinkling his pink nose. "What
holiday is it?"

"The Fourth of July!" answered Alice. "Have you forgotten? Even though I
am an English girl I know what it means. Your boys and girls shoot off
lollypops, bang ice cream cones and light red, white and blue candy."

"Candy? I guess you mean candles!" laughed Uncle Wiggily. "However,
you're right. It is the Fourth of July tomorrow, and whereas, years ago,
we used to shoot off firecrackers (when many children were burned), now
we have a nicer holiday.

"We go off in the woods and gather flowers. Why, do you know!" cried the
bunny uncle, "there are flowers just right for Fourth of July. There
are puff balls that are as good as torpedoes, and snap-dragons that open
their mouths and make believe bite you, and there are dogwood flowers
that bark, and red sumach which is just the color of firecrackers."

"Then let's go off in the woods and have Fourth of July there," proposed
Alice, and soon she and the bunny uncle were in the automobile. And then
along came Sammie and Susie Littletail, the rabbit children, and Johnnie
and Billie Bushytail, the squirrels, and Jackie and Peetie Bow Wow, the
puppy dogs.

"Oh, Uncle Wiggily!" cried these animal boys and girls. "Take us with
you for Fourth of July!"

"Of course I shall!" promised the bunny gentleman, so they all got in
the automobile with him and Wonderland Alice, and away they went.

They had not gone very far before, all of a sudden, they came to a stone
wall, and when Alice saw something on top of it, she cried:

"Why, there's my old friend Humpty Dumpty. I must stop and speak to him
or he'll think I'm proud," and she waved her hands.

"Why, that--that's nothing but an--egg!" said Sammie. "It's like the
ones I colored for Easter when the skilli-gimink dye splashed all over
me. That isn't Humpty Dumpty at all--it's an egg!"

"Hush!" whispered Susie. "Humpty Dumpty is an egg, of course, but he
doesn't like to be told of it. Don't you know the little verse?

     "'Humpty Dumpty sat on the wall,
     Humpty Dumpty had a great fall.
     All the King's horses and all the King's men
     Couldn't put Humpty Dumpty together again.'"

"That's right," said Alice from Wonderland. "Only don't speak of the
fall before Humpty. He doesn't like to be reminded of it."

"I don't see why," spoke Jackie Bow Wow. "He can't hear a word we say.
He's only an egg--he hasn't any ears."

"He really isn't dressed yet," said Alice. "It's a bit early. But I'll
soon make him look more human."

With that she jumped out of the auto and, taking two ears of corn from a
field nearby, she fastened them with silk from the cob, one on each side
of the egg.

"Now he can hear," said Alice. Then with tulip flowers she made Humpty a
mouth and from a potato she took two eyes, so the egg could see. A comb
made him as nice teeth as one could wish for, and they never ached, and
for a nose she took out a cute little bottle of perfumery.

"I think that's a queer nose," said Johnnie Bushytail, frisking his
tail.

"Well, a bottle of perfumery smells, doesn't it?" asked Alice, "and
that's what a nose is especially for; smells."

"Indeed it is!" cried Humpty Dumpty in his jolly voice, speaking through
the tulips. "I'm all made now. I only hope--" And then he suddenly
turned pale, for he nearly fell off the wall. "Has any one any powder?"
he asked. "I think I'd like to clean my teeth."

"I have some talcum," spoke Lulu Wibblewobble, the duck girl, coming
along just then.

"That will do," spoke Humpty Dumpty. "It will be just fine." And with a
brush made from the end of a soft fern he began to clean his teeth with
the talcum powder which Lulu gave him.

And then, all of a sudden, there was a loud noise, a puff of smoke, and
Humpty Dumpty, the egg man, was seen sailing off through the air like a
big white balloon.

"Well, this is better than falling off the wall!" he cried in a faint
voice.

"Oh, my! What happened?" asked Sammie Littletail, trying to make his
pink nose twinkle as Uncle Wiggily did his.

"Humpty Dumpty was blown up instead of falling down," said Alice. "I
guess your talcum powder was too strong for him, Lulu, my dear. And it
being the Fourth of July tomorrow, Humpty wanted to give us some
fireworks. So he's gone, but I'm glad he wasn't broken, for if he was
the way the book has it, when he falls off the wall, all the King's
horses and all the King's men couldn't put him together again. Maybe it
is best as it is."

But, after a while Humpty Dumpty sailed back again, not hurt a bit, and
he sat on the wall as well as ever.

Then Alice and Uncle Wiggily and the animal boys and girls had fun in
the woods. And, if the pink pills don't hide in the green bottle and
pretend they're peppermint candy for the rag doll, I'll tell you next
about Uncle Wiggily and the looking glass.




CHAPTER XXI

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE LOOKING GLASS


"A package came for you while you were out adventuring today," said
Nurse Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy, the muskrat lady housekeeper, to Uncle Wiggily
Longears, the bunny rabbit gentleman, as he hopped down the stairs of
the hollow stump bungalow to breakfast one morning.

"I wonder what's in it?" asked the bunny as he put a slice of carrot jam
on his bread and held it over the lettuce coffee to have it flavored.

"I don't know. You'll have to open it to find out," answered Nurse Jane.
"It is marked 'Glass. With Care.'"

Uncle Wiggily was so eager and excited like that he could not wait to
finish his breakfast, but quickly opened the package which Mr.
Hummingbird, the lightning express messenger, had left at the bungalow
early that morning.

"It's a looking glass!" exclaimed the bunny uncle when he saw what it
was. "And it's from Alice in Wonderland--at least she used to live in
Wonderland before she came to Woodland to have adventures with me."

"And there's a note with it," spoke Nurse Jane, as she saw a piece of
white birch bark, with writing on it; the letters having been made with
a burned stick which marks black like a lead pencil.

"Yes, it's a little letter," said Uncle Wiggily as he read it. "And it's
from Alice. It says: 'Dear Uncle Wiggily: I send you the Looking Glass I
once went through, and on the other side I had many adventures. I wish
you the same!'"

"That's queer," said the bunny, as he turned the glass over and looked
at the back. "I don't see any hole where Alice went through."

"Maybe it closed up after her, the same as fairy doors always close once
you pass through," explained Nurse Jane.

"I believe you are right," said Uncle Wiggily. "But this is a very small
glass for a girl like Alice to get through," and indeed the glass was
one of the kind you hold in your hand.

"Maybe the glass was larger when Alice went through it," said Nurse
Jane, "or else perhaps she had taken some drops from the magic bottle
and grew small like a rubber doll."

"I guess that was it," agreed Uncle Wiggily. "Anyhow, it is very kind of
her to send me the looking glass. I may have an adventure with it. I'll
take it out on the front steps and then we'll see what happens next."

So, having finished his breakfast, the bunny went out on the bungalow
porch and sat with the looking glass in his paw, waiting for something
to happen.

He sat there and sat there and sat there and he was just beginning to
wonder if anything would happen, when, all of a sudden, there was a
rustling in the bushes, and up on the porch popped a bad old
skillery-scalery alligator, with bumps all down the middle of his back
like the buttons on a lady's dress.

"Ah, ha! I am just in time, I see!" exclaimed the 'gator.

"For what?" asked Uncle Wiggily, suddenly awakening, for he had fallen
into a little sleep while he waited for an adventure to happen with the
looking glass. "In time for what?"

"To go away with you," answered the alligator.

"But I am not going away," said the bunny. "At least I did not know I
was going," and he looked around rather sad and lonesome, for he did not
like the bad alligator, and he wanted to see, Uncle Wiggily did, if
brave Nurse Jane Fuzzy would not come out and throw cold water on
him--on the alligator, I mean--to drive him away. But the muskrat lady
had gone to the store to get some cheese for supper.

"I am not going away," said Uncle Wiggily again.

"Oh, yes you are!" exclaimed the alligator, and he smiled in such a way
that it seemed as though the whole top of his head would pop off, so
large was the smile. "You may not know it, but you are going away,
Uncle Wiggily."

"With whom?" asked the bunny.

"With me," answered the 'gator. "We are going away together. I came on
purpose to fetch you. Come along," and with that the bad alligator wound
his double-jointed tail around the bunny uncle's ears, lifted him out of
the rocking chair and started to walk off the bungalow porch with him.

"Oh, stop it!" cried Uncle Wiggily. "Let me go! Let me go!"

"No! No!" barked the alligator, like a dog. "I'll not let you go, now I
have you!" and he started to drag the bunny uncle off to the dark, damp,
dismal swamp, where the mosquitoes lived with the tent caterpillars.

"Oh, please don't take me away!" begged the bunny. "I wish some one
would help me!" and as he said that the alligator gave him a sudden
twist and the looking glass, which Uncle Wiggily still held in his paw,
came around in front of the alligator's face.

And, no sooner had the 'gator looked in the glass than he gave a loud
cry, and, unwinding his tail from Uncle Wiggily, away the bad creature
scurried, leaving the bunny alone and safe. And the alligator cried:

"Oh, excuse me! I didn't mean anything! I'll be good! I won't hurt Uncle
Wiggily!"

"Well, I wonder what frightened him away?" asked Uncle Wiggily, out
loud.

"Seeing himself in the looking glass," was the answer, and there stood
Alice from Wonderland. "That is a magical mirror I sent you, Uncle
Wiggily," she explained. "It shows the reflection of anything and
anybody just as they are and not as they'd like to be.

"And the alligator is such a mean-looking and ugly chap, that, never
before having seen himself, this time when he did, in the looking glass,
he was frightened, seeing himself as others see him. He thought he was
looking at a Chinese dragon who would bite him. So he ran away, leaving
you alone."

"And I'm so glad he did," said Uncle Wiggily. "It's a good thing I had
your looking glass."

Then Alice and Uncle Wiggily had a good time, and if the clothes pin
doesn't pinch the pillow case so hard that it tickles the bedspread and
makes it sneeze all the feathers out, I'll tell you next about Uncle
Wiggily and the White Queen.




CHAPTER XXII

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE WHITE QUEEN


Uncle Wiggily Longears, the nice rabbit gentleman, was hopping along
through the woods one day, wondering if he would have an adventure with
Alice of Wonderland or some of her friends, when, all of a sudden,
coming to a place where a rail fence ran along among the trees he saw,
caught in a crack of one of the rails by its legs, a white butterfly.

The poor butterfly was fluttering its wings, trying to pull out its
legs, but it had to pull very gently, for a butterfly's leg, you know,
is very tender and easily broken, like a piece of spider-web.

"Oh, my!" cried kind Uncle Wiggily, when he saw what was the matter.
"You are in trouble, aren't you? I'm glad I happened to come along."

"Why are you glad; to see me in trouble?" asked the white butterfly.

"No, indeed!" exclaimed the bunny uncle. "But I want to help you."

"Well, I wish you would," went on the fluttering creature. "I've tried
and tried again to get my poor leg loose, but I can't. And I'm on my
way--oh, but I forgot. That part is a secret!" quickly said the
butterfly.

"Well, then, don't tell me," spoke Uncle Wiggily with a laugh, "for I
might not be very good at keeping secrets. But I'll soon have your leg
loose."

With that he took the small end of his red, white and blue striped
rheumatism crutch that Nurse Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy had gnawed for him out of
a cornstalk and putting the little end of his crutch in the crack of the
rail fence, Uncle Wiggily gave a hard push, opened the crack wider, and
soon the butterfly's leg was loose and she could fly away.

"But first I must thank you, Uncle Wiggily," she said. "And as you did
me so great a favor I want to do you one in return. Not now, perhaps, as
I am in a hurry, but later. So if ever you find you want something you
can't get, just come to these woods and say a little verse. Then you
shall have your wish."

"What verse shall I say?" asked Uncle Wiggily.

"This," answered the butterfly. Then she recited:

     "When the wind blows in the trees,
     Making perfume for the breeze,
     Will you grant to me this boon,
     That my wish may come true soon?"

"And what then?" asked the bunny.

"Then," answered the butterfly, "you must whisper your wish to a green
leaf and--well, we'll see what happens next."

"Thank you," said Uncle Wiggily, and then he hopped on through the woods
while the butterfly fluttered away.

Uncle Wiggily had no adventure that day, but when he reached home to his
hollow stump bungalow he found his muskrat lady housekeeper in the
kitchen looking quite sad and blue.

"Well, Nurse Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy!" cried the jolly bunny uncle. "Whatever
is the matter?"

"Oh, I have broken my nice gold and diamond dishpan, and I can't do any
more kitchen work until it is mended. I can't wash the dishes nor get
you any supper."

"Oh, never mind about that," said Uncle Wiggily. "I'll take the diamond
dishpan down to the five and ten cent store and have them mend it for
you. Where is it?"

Nurse Jane gave it to him. The pan had a big crack right across the
middle. The muskrat lady said it had fallen to the floor and had broken
when she went to get Jackie Bow Wow, the little puppy dog boy a slice of
bread and jam.

"I'll soon have it fixed for you," said Uncle Wiggily. But it was more
easily said than done. The five and ten cent store was closed because
every one was on a picnic, and no one else could mend the dishpan.

"Never mind, I'll buy Nurse Jane a new one and say nothing about it,"
said Uncle Wiggily. "I'll surprise her."

But this, too, was more easily said than done. In all Woodland, where
Uncle Wiggily and the animal folk lived, there was not another gold and
diamond dishpan to be had. They were all sold.

"Oh, dear! What shall I do?" thought Uncle Wiggily. "Nurse Jane will be
so unhappy!" Then he happened to think of the white butterfly and what
she had told him. So, taking the dishpan, he went to the wood where he
had helped the fluttering creature and whispered to a leaf the little
verse:

     "When the wind blows in the trees,
     Making perfume for the breeze,
     Will you grant to me this boon,
     That my wish may come true soon?"

"Well, what is your wish?" asked a sudden voice.

"I wish Nurse Jane's gold and diamond dishpan to be mended," said Uncle
Wiggily.

Instantly something white came fluttering down out of a tree, and the
bunny saw it was the white butterfly. And then, all of a sudden, before
he could count up to sixteen thousand, the white butterfly seemed to
fade away and in its place was a beautiful White Queen, seated on a
golden throne with a diamond crown on her head.

"You shall have your wish, Uncle Wiggily," she said. "Give me the
dishpan."

"Why--why!" exclaimed the bunny. "You are--you are--"

"I am the White Queen from Alice in Wonderland," was the answer, "and I
will ask you a riddle. When you take the dishes out of the pan what
remains?"

"Nothing," answered the bunny.

"Wrong," answered the White Queen. "The water does. Now I'll mend this
for you." And she did, taking some gold from her throne and some
diamonds from her crown to mend the broken dishpan.

Soon Nurse Jane's pan was as good as ever and she could wash the dishes
in it.

"Thank you," said Uncle Wiggily. "But how is it you are a queen and a
butterfly, too?"

"Oh, we Queens lead a sort of butterfly existence," said the White
Queen. "But I must go now, for I have to find the tarts for the Queen of
Hearts who is always losing hers."

Then, changing herself into a white butterfly again, the Queen flew
away, and Uncle Wiggily, with the mended dishpan, hopped on to his
hollow stump bungalow, where he and Nurse Jane were soon having a nice
supper and were very happy.

And if the potato masher doesn't go to the moving pictures and step on
the toes of the egg beater I'll tell you next about Uncle Wiggily and
the Red Queen.

[Illustration]




CHAPTER XXIII

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE RED QUEEN


Once upon a time, when Uncle Wiggily Longears, the rabbit gentleman, was
out walking in the woods, he stopped beside a little hole in the ground
near a pile of oak tree leaves, and listening, when the wind stopped
blowing, he heard a little voice saying:

"Oh, but where can she be? I fear she is lost! Little Crawlie is lost!"

"My! That's too bad," thought Uncle Wiggily. "Somebody's little girl is
lost. I must ask if I cannot help find her." So he called:

"Oh, ho, there! May I have the pleasure of helping you in your trouble,
whoever you are?"

"But who are you?" asked a voice that seemed to come out of the little
hole in the ground.

"I am Uncle Wiggily Longears," answered the bunny. "You can easily see
me, but I can't see you. And who is this Crawlie who is lost?"

"She is my little girl," was the answer, and up the hole in the ground
came crawling a red ant lady, who was crying tear drops about as large
as that part of a pin point which you can't see but can only feel.

"Oh, my!" exclaimed Uncle Wiggily. "I couldn't imagine who would live in
such a little house, but of course ants can. And now what about
Crawlie?"

"She is my little girl," answered the red ant. "I sent her to the store
about an hour ago to get a loaf of sand bread, but she hasn't come back
and I'm sure something has happened to her."

"Let us hope not," spoke Uncle Wiggily, softly. "I'll go at once and
look for her. Have no fear, Mrs. Ant. I'll find Crawlie for you. It is
rather a queer name."

"Crawlie is called that because she crawls in such a funny way," said
Mrs. Ant. "Oh, dear! I hope she is all right. If she should happen to
have fallen down a crack in a peach stone she'd never get out."

"I'll find her," said Uncle Wiggily, bravely.

So off started the bunny uncle, hopping on his red, white and blue
striped rheumatism crutch over the fields and through the woods, looking
for Crawlie.

He had not gone very far before he heard a small voice calling:

"Help! Help! Oh, will no one help me?"

"Yes, of course, I will!" answered the bunny, and then he saw an acorn
which seemed to be moving along the ground in a queer way.

"Ha! Can it be that this acorn is alive?" asked Uncle Wiggily. "And can
that acorn want help?" he cried.

"No, it is I--Crawlie, the ant girl--under the acorn," was the answer,
"and I want help, for I'm in such trouble."

"What kind?" asked Uncle Wiggily. "What's the trouble?"

"Why, I'm caught under this acorn here and I can't get out," was the
answer, and Crawlie's voice sounded as though she had gone down cellar
to get a crumb of apple and couldn't find her way back again. "I went
under the acorn shell, which is empty," said the little ant girl, "and
though it was nicely propped up on one side when I crawled in, it was
blown over by the wind and I was held beneath it. Oh, dear! I can't get
out and go to the store for the loaf of sand bread!"

"Oh, yes you can!" cried jolly Uncle Wiggily. "I'll lift the acorn shell
off you and let you out."

So he did, easily picking up the empty oak tree acorn from where it was
covering Crawlie, and then the little ant girl, who was red, just like
her mother, could walk about.

"Oh, thank you, Uncle Wiggily," she said. "If ever we ants can do you a
favor we will."

"Oh, pray do not mention it," spoke Uncle Wiggily, modest-like and shy.
Then Crawlie hurried on to the sand bread store and the bunny hopped
along over the fields and through the woods.

He had not gone very far before he met a poor old June bug gentleman,
and the June bug seemed very sad and unhappy.

"What is the matter?" asked Uncle Wiggily.

"Lots," was the answer. "You see it is now time, being July, for June
bugs like myself to get in their winter wood so we will not freeze in
the cold weather. But I hurt my legs, banging into an electric light one
night, and I'm so lame and stiff that I can't gather any wood at all. I
shall freeze, I know I shall!" and the June bug gentleman was more sad
than ever.

"Oh, cheer up!" cried Uncle Wiggily. "There is plenty of wood under
these trees. I'll help you gather it."

"There is no need to do that," said another voice, and, looking up,
Uncle Wiggily and the June bug saw, sitting on a green mossy log, a Red
Queen wearing a golden crown.

"Oh!" exclaimed Uncle Wiggily in surprise. "You are--"

"I am the Red Queen from Alice in Wonderland," interrupted the lady on
the log. "I was also the red ant lady who was crying and also Crawlie,
the red ant girl. You were so kind to me when you thought I was only a
crawling insect that now, when I have changed myself into a Red Queen, I
want to help you. And I know I can best help you by helping this June
bug friend of yours."

"Indeed, you can!" said Uncle Wiggily, thankful like.

"I thought so," spoke the Red Queen. "Watch!"

With that she waved her magic wand, and, instantly, ten million red,
white and black ants came crawling out of old logs from holes in the
ground and from under piles of leaves, and each ant took up a little
stick of wood and carried it into the June bug's house for him, so he
had plenty of wood for all winter, and couldn't freeze.

"There you are, Uncle Wiggily!" laughed the Red Queen. "One kindness,
you see, makes another," and then she got in her golden chariot and
drove away, and when the June bug gentleman had thanked him, and the
ants had crawled home, the bunny himself went to his hollow stump
bungalow very happy.

And if the looking glass doesn't make faces at the hairbrush and knock
the teeth out of the comb so it can't have fun and bite the talcum
powder, I'll tell you next about Uncle Wiggily and Tweedledum.




CHAPTER XXIV

UNCLE WIGGILY AND TWEEDLEDUM


"Are you in, Uncle Wiggily?" asked a voice at the hollow stump bungalow
one morning, and the rabbit gentleman looked up to see Alice from
Wonderland standing on the door sill.

"Yes, of course I'm in, my dear," he answered. "Can't you see me?"

"I can't be sure of anything I see," answered the little girl with
flaxen hair, "especially since I've been having so many queer
adventures. I used to think I saw the Cheshire cat, when it was only his
grin smiling at me. And maybe now I'm only looking at your ears, or tall
silk hat, and thinking it's you."

"No, I'm here all right," answered the bunny. "Is there anything I can
do for you?"

"Yes," answered Alice. "I'd like you to come for a walk with me. I
haven't much longer time to stay with you, and I want to have all the
fun I can."

"Are you going away?" asked Uncle Wiggily.

"I have very soon to go back in the book where I belong," answered
Alice. "But no matter. Come now, and we'll go look for an adventure."

So Alice and Uncle Wiggily started off over the fields and through the
woods, and they had not gone very far before they suddenly heard, among
the trees, some voices crying:

"You did it!"

"No, I didn't!"

"Yes, you did; you know you did!"

"No, I didn't! I know I didn't!"

"Well, we'll have to have a battle, anyhow!"

And then came a sound as if some one was beating a carpet with a fishing
pole and voices cried:

"Oh! Oh, dear! Ouch! Oh, how it hurts!"

"My, what in the world can that be?" asked Uncle Wiggily. "It sounds
like an adventure all right."

"I think it is," answered Alice. "It's probably Tweedledum and
Tweedledee fighting."

"Fighting? Tweedledee and Tweedledum?" asked the surprised bunny.

"Oh, it's only in fun," laughed Alice, "and they have to do it because
it's that way in the book, for if they didn't things wouldn't come out
right. Yes, there they are." And she pointed off through the trees,
where Uncle Wiggily saw two round, fat, little boys, dressed exactly the
same, and looking so like one another that no one could tell them apart,
except when they were together--just like twins, you know.

"Oh, I'm so glad to see you!" called Alice to the two queer fat chaps.
They were as round as barrels, both of them. Uncle Wiggily noticed that
on the collar of one was the word DUM, while on the other was the word
DEE.

"Tweedle, the rest of their name, is on the back of their collars,"
Alice explained. "As it's the same for both, they didn't need it in
front."

Then the fat boys turned around, like tops slowly spinning, and, surely
enough, on the back of the white collar of each were letters spelling
TWEEDLE.

"I'm glad to see you," spoke Uncle Wiggily. "I heard you--sort
of--er--well, you know," he went on, diffident-like, not wishing to say
he had heard the brothers quarreling.

"Oh, it's all right, we do that every day," said Tweedledee.

"And, contrariwise, twice on Sunday," added Tweedledum. "We have to for
the verse about us says:

     "'Tweedledum and Tweedledee
       Agreed to have a battle;
     For Tweedledum said Tweedledee
       Had spoiled his nice new rattle.

     "'Just then down flew a monstrous crow,
       As black as a tar barrel,
     Which frightened both the heroes so,
       They quite forgot their quarrel.'"

"Only we weren't really frightened," said Tweedledee. "We just made
believe so, and laughed at the crow. And I didn't really spoil
Tweedledum's nice new rattle, for here it is now," and taking his arm
down from around his brother's neck he took the rattle from his pocket
and shook it, making a noise like a drum.

And, just as he did that, all of a sudden, out from behind a big stump
came--not a monstrous crow, but the bad old skillery-scalery alligator,
who cried:

"Ah, ha! At last I have him! Now I'll get that Uncle Wiggily Longears
chap! Ah, ha!" and he made a grab for the gentleman bunny.

"Oh, dear!" exclaimed Alice. "Please don't hurt Uncle Wiggily!"

"Yes, I shall!" snapped the 'gator. "I'll bumble him and mumble him,
that's what I'll do."

"Oh, no you won't!" exclaimed Tweedledum, wabbling toward the alligator
as Jimmie Wibblewobble, the boy duck, waddled when he walked.

"I won't what?" asked the 'gator.

"You won't bumble or mumble Uncle Wiggily. First you have to catch me!"

"Pooh! That's easily done," snapped the alligator. "You are so fat that
you can't run any more than a rubber ball."

"Will you promise to let Uncle Wiggily alone until you catch me?" asked
Tweedledum, eagerly.

"I promise," said the alligator smiling to himself, for he thought he
could easily catch the fat twin, and his promise wouldn't count.

"Then here I go! Catch me!" suddenly cried Tweedledum. And with that he
stretched out on the ground and began to roll down hill in the woods.

And as he was fat and round he rolled as fast as a rubber ball, and he
rolled so fast (ever so much faster than if he had run) that when the
alligator raced after him, as he had promised he would do, why the bad
double-jointed skillery-scalery creature got all out of breath and
couldn't bumble or mumble a strawberry, to say nothing of Uncle Wiggily.
And the 'gator didn't catch the fat boy either.

So Tweedledum, rolling down hill that way, which he could do much better
than walking or running, saved the bunny uncle from the alligator, and
Mr. Longears was very glad, and so was Alice.

And if the knife and fork don't go to the candy store, just when supper
is ready, and make the spoon holder wait for them before eating the ice
cream, I'll tell you next about Uncle Wiggily and Tweedledee.




CHAPTER XXV

UNCLE WIGGILY AND TWEEDLEDEE


"Oh, Uncle Wiggily!" cried a voice, as the old rabbit gentleman started
out from his hollow stump bungalow one morning to walk in the woods and
look for an adventure. "Oh, Uncle Wiggily, be careful!"

"Be careful of what, if you please, and who are you, if I may ask?"
politely inquired the bunny.

"I am your friend Alice, from Wonderland," was the answer, "and I want
you to be careful and not get hurt today."

"I always am careful," answered Uncle Wiggily. "I look for cabbage and
turnip traps wherever I go, and I never pick up a bit of carrot on the
Woodland path without first making sure there is no string fast to it,
to catch me. What do you mean, Alice?" he asked the little flaxen-haired
girl as she came out of the bushes and sat down on the stoop of the
hollow stump bungalow. "What do you mean?"

"I don't know just what I do mean, Uncle Wiggily," said Alice. "But last
night I dreamed you were in trouble and I could not help you. I felt so
sorry! As soon as I woke up this morning I hurried over to tell you to
be careful."

"Oh, I'll be careful," promised the bunny gentleman. "But in your dream
did no one help me?"

"Yes, after a while two funny little fat boys did," answered Alice. "But
I don't remember that part of my dream. However, if you are going for a
walk I'll go with you and do what I can in case the Jabberwocky or the
Hop Scotch bird try to chase you."

"The Hop Scotch isn't a bird," said Uncle Wiggily, with a laugh that
made his pink nose twinkle like the strawberry on top of a cheese cake.
"It's a bit of candy."

"Oh, Uncle Wiggily! It's a game!" cried Susie Littletail, the rabbit
girl, coming out from behind a stump just then. "It's a game where you
jump around on the pavement, and if you and Alice are going to play it,
please may I watch you?"

"We aren't going to play," said Alice. "It's long past play time."

"I am going to look for an adventure," said Uncle Wiggily.

"Then, please, may I come?" begged Susie. "I'll help look."

"Come along!" cried jolly Uncle Wiggily and soon the three of them were
on their way through the woods.

They had not gone very far, over the paths with the big green ferns on
either side, when, all of a onceness out from behind a big log jumped
the two bad old skillery-scalery alligators, one with the humps on his
tail and the other with his tail all double-jointed, so he could wiggle
it seven ways from Sunday.

"Ah, ha!" cried the hump-tailed 'gator.

"Ha, ha!" cried the double-jointed one. "At last we have caught you!"
and they both made a grab for the rabbit gentleman, one catching him on
the left side and the other on the right, and holding him fast.

"Oh!" cried Uncle Wiggily. "Oh, dear! Please let me go!"

"No!" snapped the first 'gator. And "No!" snapped the second, both
flapping their tails.

"Oh, this is my dream! This is my dream!" said Alice, sadly. "But where
are the two fat boys that saved Uncle Wiggily. Where are they?"

"Here is one, if you please," answered a voice, and out stepped
Tweedledee, the queer little fat chap from the Alice in Wonderland book.
"I'll help you, Uncle Wiggily."

"Thank you, very much," spoke the rabbit gentleman. "If you would kindly
make these alligators let me go--"

"Pooh! Huh! Humph! What! Him make us let you go? Well, I should say
NOT!" sniffed the first alligator.

"The very idea" sneered the second. "It will take a great deal more than
one fat boy to make us let go of a nice, fat, juicy rabbit once we have
caught him. Certainly NOT!"

"Ahem! How about TWO fat boys?" suddenly asked another voice, and there
stood another beside Tweedledee, a fat boy, who looked just the same
exactly; even as you seem to yourself when you peek at your reflection
in the bath room mirror.

"No, we won't let you go for two fat boys, either," said the
double-jointed alligator, while Alice murmured:

"Oh, this is my dream! This is my dream! I wish I could remember how it
came out!"

"Was Uncle Wiggily saved?" asked Susie Littletail in a whisper.

"Yes," said Alice.

"Then it's all right," spoke the rabbit girl.

"Let Uncle Wiggily go!" cried Tweedledee in his most grown-up sort of
voice.

"Yes, let him go at once!" added Tweedledum.

"No, indeed!" snapped both alligators together like twins, only, of
course, they weren't.

"Well, then," went on Tweedledee, "don't you dare to take away or hurt
him unless you guess which are our names. Now tell me truly who am I?
And, remember, if you don't guess right, you can't have Uncle Wiggily!"

"You are Tweedledum," said the hump-tailed 'gator.

"No, he is Tweedledee," said the other 'gator. "The one standing next to
him is Tweedledum. I guess I ought to know!"

"You're wrong," said the hump-tailed 'gator. "The one I saw first is
Tweedledum. I guess I ought to know!"

"I know better!" the double-jointed alligator declared. "He is
Tweedledee!"

"Tweedledum!" shouted the other 'gator.

"Tweedledee!" snapped his chum. And then they both began disputing,
calling each other names, and throwing mud at one another, until,
finally, they were so mixed up about Tweedledum and Tweedledee that they
let go of Uncle Wiggily and began shaking their claws at one another, so
the rabbit gentleman and Alice and Susie (as well as the two fat boys
who looked exactly alike) ran safely away and the bunny was saved, just
as Alice had dreamed.

"And to think, if the alligators had only looked at our collars, they
would have seen our right names," Tweedledum laughed.

"Of course," said Tweedledee.

But everything came out all right and the alligators only had sawdust
for supper. And if the wash lady doesn't take my best collar button to
fasten the tablecloth to the ironing board in the clothes basket, I'll
tell you next about Uncle Wiggily and the pool of tears.




CHAPTER XXVI

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE TEAR POOL


Uncle Wiggily Longears, the nice rabbit gentleman, was out walking in
the woods one day, wondering what sort of an adventure he would have
when he saw a little path, leading away from his hollow stump bungalow,
and it seemed to go through a part of the forest in which he had never
before been.

"I'll take that path and see where it leads," said the bunny gentleman
to himself.

So, taking a piece of ribbon grass, which grew near a clump of ferns, he
tied his tall silk hat firmly on his head, leaving his ears sticking out
of the holes at the top, and tucking under his paw his red, white and
blue striped barber pole rheumatism crutch that Nurse Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy,
his muskrat lady housekeeper, had gnawed for him out of a cornstalk,
away started Uncle Wiggily.

It was a nice warm summer day, and before the old gentleman bunny had
gone very far he began to feel thirsty, just as you do when you go on a
picnic and eat pickles, only I hope you don't eat too many of them.

"I wonder if there is not a spring of water around here?" thought Uncle
Wiggily, and he began to look about under the low branches of the trees
and bushes, at the same time listening for the laughing murmur of a
brook flowing over green, mossy stones.

Then Uncle Wiggily sniffed with his pink, twinkling nose until it looked
like a chicken picking up corn.

"Ah, ha!" cried the bunny uncle, "I smell water!" for you know animals
and birds can smell water when they cannot see it, in which they are
more gifted than are we.

So Uncle Wiggily sniffed and sniffed, and then, holding his pink,
twinkling nose straight in front of him and letting it go on ahead,
instead of lagging behind, he followed it until it led him straight to a
little pool of water that was sparkling in the sun, while green moss
ferns and bushes grew all around.

"Oh, what a fine spring!" cried the bunny, "And how thirsty I am!"

Mr. Longears, which I call him when first I introduce him to any
strangers--Mr. Longears was just going to take a long drink from the
pool, or spring, when he happened to notice a little piece of white
birch bark tied with a bit of grass to a fern that grew near the water.

"Ha! I wonder if that is a notice not to trespass, or not to fish or
hunt, and to keep off the grass, or no admittance except on business or
something like that?" thought Uncle Wiggily, as he put on his glasses to
see if there was any writing on the birch bark, which animal folk use as
we use paper. And there was some writing on the bark. It read:

"Please do not jump in, or drink until I come. Alice from Wonderland."

"Ha! That is strange," thought Uncle Wiggily. "Alice must have been here
and put up that sign. But I wonder why she did it? If she knew how warm
and thirsty I was she would not make me wait until she came to get a
drink. Perhaps it is all a joke, and not her writing at all. One of the
bad skillery-scalery alligators or the fuzzy fox may have put up the
sign to fool me."

But when the rabbit gentleman took a second look at the birch bark sign
he saw that it really was Alice's writing.

"Well, she must have some reason for it," said the bunny, with a sigh.
"She dreamed right about two fat boys--Tweedledum and Tweedledee--saving
me from the alligators, so she must have some reason for asking me to
wait until she comes. But I am very thirsty."

Uncle Wiggily sat down on the green, mossy bank beside the spring of
water and looked at it. And it seemed so cool and wet, and he was so
thirsty, that it was all he could do to keep from jumping in and having
a bath, as well as drinking all he wanted.

The sun grew hotter and more hot, and the rabbit gentleman more and more
thirsty, and he didn't know what to do when, all of a sudden, out from
the bushes jumped a bad old black bear.

"Ah, ha!" growled the bear. "I am just in time, I see!" and he ran his
red tongue over his white teeth as though giving it a trolley ride in a
baby carriage.

"In time for what?" asked Uncle Wiggily, casual like and make-believe
indifferent.

"In time for lunch," answered the bear. "I was afraid I'd be a little
late. I hope I haven't kept you waiting."

"For my lunch?" asked Uncle Wiggily.

"No. For MINE!" and once more the bear smacked his lips hungry like. "I
am just in time, I see."

"Oh, I thought you meant you were just in time to take a drink of this
water," said the bunny, pointing at the pool. "If you did, you aren't."

"If I did I aren't? What kind of talk is that?" asked the bear, curious
like.

"I mean we can't have a drink until Alice comes--the sign says so,"
spoke Uncle Wiggily, politely.

"Pooh! I don't believe in signs," snapped the bear. "I'm thirsty and I'm
going to have a drink," and with that he took a long one from the
woodland pool. And then a funny thing happened.

The bear began to grow smaller and smaller. First he was the size of a
dog, then of a cat, then of a kitten, then he shrank to the littleness
of a mouse, and next he was like a June bug. Then he became a July bug,
next he was no larger than a little black ant, and finally he became a
microbe, and Uncle Wiggily couldn't see him at all.

"Well, thank goodness he's gone!" said the bunny. "But what made him so
shrinking like I wonder?"

"It was the pool of tears," said a voice behind the bunny, and there
stood Alice from Wonderland. "This pool is sour alum water, Uncle
Wiggily," she said, "and if you drink it you shrink and shrivel up and
blow away. That's why I put up the sign so nothing would happen to you.
I knew about the pool, as it's in my story book. And now we can go have
some funny adventures."

And away they went over the hills and far away and that bear was never
seen again. But if your cat doesn't catch the ice cream cone in the
mosquito net and feed it to the gold fish, I'll tell you more of Uncle
Wiggily's adventures in a little while. For the old gentleman rabbit had
many surprising things happen to him. You may read about them in another
book to be called "Uncle Wiggily In Fairyland," which tells of some of
the Genii and Gnomes of the Arabian Nights.

So, until I have that book ready for you, I'll just wish you a
Good-night and many, many happy dreams!

THE END




Uncle Wiggily Picture Books

Three stories in each book By Howard R. Garis

[Illustration]

Also twenty-seven color pictures By Lang Campbell


In these funny little books you can see in bright colored pictures the
adventures of myself and my woodland friends. Also the pictures of some
bad fellows, whose names you know.

So if the spoon holder doesn't go down cellar and take the coal shovel
away from the gas stove, you may read

No. 1. UNCLE WIGGILY'S AUTO SLED


If the rocking chair doesn't tickle the rag carpet and make the brass
bed fall upstairs, you may read

No. 2. UNCLE WIGGILY'S SNOW MAN


If the umbrella doesn't go out in the rain and splash water all over the
rubber boots on the gold fish, you may read

No. 3. UNCLE WIGGILY'S HOLIDAYS


If the electric light doesn't cry for some molasses, when the match
leaves it all alone in the china closet, you may read

No. 4. UNCLE WIGGILY'S APPLE ROAST


If the egg beater doesn't try to jump over the coffee pot and fall in
the sink when the potato is learning to swim, you may read

No. 5. UNCLE WIGGILY'S PICNIC


If the sugar cookie doesn't go out walking with the fountain pen, and
get all black so it looks like a chocolate cake, you may read

No. 6. UNCLE WIGGILY GOES FISHING

Hurry up and get these nice little books from the bookstore man, or send
direct to the publishers, 50 cents per copy, postpaid.

CHARLES E. GRAHAM & CO. NEW YORK

[Illustration: Uncle Wiggily

HIS MARK]




Burt's Series of One Syllable Books


14 Titles. Handsome Illuminated Cloth Binding

A series of Classics, selected specially for young people's reading, and
told in simple language for youngest readers. Printed from large type,
with many illustrations.

Price 75 Cents per Volume

AESOP'S FABLES

     Retold in words of one syllable for young people. By MARY
     GODOLPHIN. With 41 illustrations.

ALICE'S ADVENTURES IN WONDERLAND

     Retold in words of one syllable for young people. By MRS. J. C.
     GORHAM. With many illustrations.

ANDERSEN'S FAIRY TALES

     (Selections.) Retold in words of one syllable for young people. By
     HARRIET T. COMSTOCK. With many illustrations.

BIBLE HEROES

     Told in words of one syllable for young people. By HARRIET T.
     COMSTOCK. With many illustrations.

BLACK BEAUTY

     Retold in words of one syllable for young people. By MRS. J. C.
     GORHAM. With many illustrations.

GRIMM'S FAIRY TALES

     (Selections.) Retold in words of one syllable. By JEAN S. REMY.
     With many illustrations.

GULLIVER'S TRAVELS

     Into several remote regions of the world. Retold in words of one
     syllable for young people. By J. C. G. With 32 illustrations.

LIFE OF CHRIST

     Told in words of one syllable for young people. By JEAN S. REMY.
     With many illustrations.

LIVES OF THE PRESIDENTS

     Told in words of one syllable for young people. By JEAN S. REMY.
     With 24 large portraits.

PILGRIM'S PROGRESS

     Retold in words of one syllable for young people. By SAMUEL
     PHILLIPS DAY. With 33 illustrations.

REYNARD THE FOX

     The Crafty Courtier. Retold in words of one syllable for young
     people. By SAMUEL PHILLIPS DAY. With 23 illustrations.

ROBINSON CRUSOE

     His life and surprising adventures retold in words of one syllable
     for young people. By MARY A. SCHWACOFER. With 32 illustrations.

SANFORD AND MERTON

     Retold in words of one syllable for young people. By MARY
     GODOLPHIN. With 20 illustrations.

SWISS FAMILY ROBINSON

     Retold in words of one syllable for young people. Adapted from the
     original. With 31 illustrations.

For sale by all booksellers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price by the
publishers, =A. L. BURT COMPANY, 114-120 East 23rd Street, New York=.




THE MOTHER GOOSE SERIES

24 TITLES HANDSOME CLOTH BINDING, ILLUMINATED COVERS


A series of popular books for young people. Each book is well printed
from large type on good paper, frontispiece in colors, profusely
illustrated, and bound in cloth, with ornamental covers in three colors,
making a series of most interesting books for children at a reasonable
price.

=Price, 75 cents per copy=

=Aladdin and the Wonderful Lamp=, and Other Stories. Profusely
Illustrated.

=Animal Stories= for Little People. Profusely Illustrated.

=Beauty and the Beast=, and Other Stories. Profusely Illustrated.

=Bird Stories= for Little People. Profusely Illustrated.

=Bluebeard=, and Other Stories. Profusely Illustrated.

=Cinderella; or, The Little Glass Slipper=, and Other Stories. Profusely
Illustrated.

=Foolish Fox, The=, and Other Stories. Profusely Illustrated.

=Goody Two Shoes=, and Other Stories. Profusely Illustrated.

=Hansel and Grethel=, and Other Stories. Profusely Illustrated.

=House That Jack Built, The=, and Other Stories. Profusely Illustrated.

=Jack and the Beanstalk=, and Other Stories. Profusely Illustrated.

=Jack the Giant Killer=, and Other Stories. Profusely Illustrated.

=Little Red Riding Hood=, and Other Stories. Profusely Illustrated.

=Little Snow White=, and Other Stories. Profusely Illustrated.

=Mother Goose Rhymes.= Profusely Illustrated.

=Mother Hubbard's Melodies.= Profusely Illustrated.

=Night Before Christmas=, and Other Stories. Profusely Illustrated.

=Patty and Her Pitcher; or, Kindness of Heart=, and Other Stories.
Profusely Illustrated.

=Peter and His Goose; or, The Folly of Discontent=, and Other Stories.
Profusely Illustrated.

=Puss in Boots=, and Other Stories. Profusely Illustrated.

=Sleeping Beauty, The=, and Other Stories. Profusely Illustrated.

=Tom Thumb=, and Other Stories. Profusely Illustrated.

=Ugly Duckling, The=, and Other Stories. Profusely Illustrated.

=Who Killed Cock Robin=, and Other Stories. Profusely Illustrated.

For sale by all booksellers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price by the
publishers, =A. L. BURT CO., 114-120 East 23rd Street, New York City=.




=Aunt Amy's Animal Stories=

=By AMY PRENTICE=


A Series of Stories, told by animals, to AUNT AMY PRENTICE.

Each illustrated with many pictures in black, and four illustrations in
colors, by J. WATSON DAVIS.

12 titles, in handsome cloth binding.

=Price 75 cents. Net ----=

Bunny Rabbit's Story         30 Illustrations

Billy Goat's Story           32 Illustrations

Brown Owl's Story            31 Illustrations

Croaky Frog's Story          28 Illustrations

Frisky Squirrel's Story      30 Illustrations

Gray Goose's Story           32 Illustrations

Mickie Monkey's Story        35 Illustrations

Mouser Cat's Story           35 Illustrations

Plodding Turtle's Story      30 Illustrations

Quacky Duck's Story          34 Illustrations

Speckled Hen's Story         28 Illustrations

Towser Dog's Story           32 Illustrations

For sale by all booksellers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price by the
publishers, =A. L. BURT COMPANY, 114-130 East 23rd Street, New York=.




=The Boy Scouts Series=

=By HERBERT CARTER=


=Handsome Cloth Binding,=

THE BOY SCOUTS' FIRST CAMP FIRE; or, Scouting with the Silver Fox
Patrol.

THE BOY SCOUTS IN THE BLUE RIDGE; or, Marooned Among the Moonshiners.

THE BOY SCOUTS ON THE TRAIL; or, Scouting through the Big Game Country.

THE BOY SCOUTS IN THE MAIN WOODS; or, The New Test for the Silver Fox
Patrol.

THE BOY SCOUTS THROUGH THE BIG TIMBER; or, The Search for the Lost
Tenderfoot.

THE BOY SCOUTS IN THE ROCKIES; or, The Secret of the Hidden Silver Mine.

THE BOY SCOUTS ON STURGEON ISLAND; or, Marooned Among the Game Fish
Poachers.

THE BOY SCOUTS DOWN IN DIXIE; or, The Strange Secret of Alligator Swamp.

THE BOY SCOUTS AT THE BATTLE OF SARATOGA. A story of Burgoyne's defeat
in 1777.

THE BOY SCOUTS ALONG THE SUSQUEHANNA; or, The Silver Fox Patrol Caught
in a Flood.

THE BOY SCOUTS ON WAR TRAILS IN BELGIUM; or, Caught Between the Hostile
Armies.

THE BOY SCOUTS AFOOT IN FRANCE; or, With the Red Cross Corps at the
Marne.

For sale by all booksellers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price by the
publishers

=A. L. BURT COMPANY, 114-120 East 23rd St., New York=




=The Boy Allies=

(Registered in the United States Patent Office)

=With the Navy=

=By ENSIGN ROBERT L. DRAKE=


=Handsome Cloth Binding,=

Frank Chadwick and Jack Templeton, young American lads, meet each other
in an unusual way soon after the declaration of war. Circumstances place
them on board the British cruiser "The Sylph" and from there on, they
share adventures with the sailors of the Allies. Ensign Robert L. Drake,
the author, is an experienced naval officer, and he describes admirably
the many exciting adventures of the two boys.

THE BOY ALLIES ON THE NORTH SEA PATROL; or, Striking the First Blow at
the German Fleet.

THE BOY ALLIES UNDER TWO FLAGS; or, Sweeping the Enemy from the Seas.

THE BOY ALLIES WITH THE FLYING SQUADRON; or, The Naval Raiders of the
Great War.

THE BOY ALLIES WITH THE TERROR OF THE SEA; or, The Last Shot of
Submarine D-16.

THE BOY ALLIES UNDER THE SEA; or, The Vanishing Submarine.

THE BOY ALLIES IN THE BALTIC; or, Through Fields of Ice to Aid the Czar.

THE BOY ALLIES AT JUTLAND; or, The Greatest Naval Battle of History.

THE BOY ALLIES WITH UNCLE SAM'S CRUISERS; or, Convoying the American
Army Across the Atlantic.

THE BOY ALLIES WITH THE SUBMARINE D-32; or, The Fall of the Russian
Empire.

THE BOY ALLIES WITH THE VICTORIOUS FLEETS; or, The Fall of the German
Navy.

For sale by all booksellers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price by the
publishers

=A. L. BURT COMPANY, 114-120 East 23rd St., New York=




=The Boy Allies With the Army=

(Registered in the United States Patent Office)

=By CLAIR W. HAYES=


=Handsome Cloth Binding,=

In this series we follow the fortunes of two American lads unable to
leave Europe after war is declared. They meet the soldiers of the
Allies, and decide to cast their lot with them. Their experiences and
escapes are many, and furnish plenty of the good, healthy action that
every boy loves.

THE BOY ALLIES AT LIEGE; or, Through Lines of Steel.

THE BOY ALLIES ON THE FIRING LINE; or, Twelve Days Battle Along the
Marne.

THE BOY ALLIES WITH THE COSSACKS; or, A Wild Dash Over the Carpathians.

THE BOY ALLIES IN THE TRENCHES; or, Midst Shot and Shell Along the
Aisne.

THE BOY ALLIES IN GREAT PERIL; or, With the Italian Army in the Alps.

THE BOY ALLIES IN THE BALKAN CAMPAIGN; or, The Struggle to Save a
Nation.

THE BOY ALLIES ON THE SOMME; or, Courage and Bravery Rewarded.

THE BOY ALLIES AT VERDUN; or, Saving France from the Enemy.

THE BOY ALLIES UNDER THE STARS AND STRIPES; or, Leading the American
Troops to the Firing Line.

THE BOY ALLIES WITH HAIG IN FLANDERS; or, The Fighting Canadians of Vimy
Ridge.

THE BOY ALLIES WITH PERSHING IN FRANCE; or, Over the Top at Chateau
Thierry.

THE BOY ALLIES WITH THE GREAT ADVANCE; or, Driving the Enemy Through
France and Belgium.

THE BOY ALLIES WITH MARSHAL FOCH; or, The Closing Days of the Great
World War.

For sale by all booksellers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price by the
publishers

=A. L. BURT COMPANY, 114-120 East 23rd St., New York=




=Our Young Aeroplane Scout Series=

(Registered in the United States Patent Office)

=By HORACE PORTER=


=Handsome Cloth Binding,=

A series of stories of two American boy aviators in the great European
war zone. The fascinating life in mid-air is thrillingly described. The
boys have many exciting adventures, and the narratives of their numerous
escapes make up a series of wonderfully interesting stories.

OUR YOUNG AEROPLANE SCOUTS IN FRANCE AND BELGIUM; or, Saving the
Fortunes of the Trouvilles.

OUR YOUNG AEROPLANE SCOUTS IN GERMANY.

OUR YOUNG AEROPLANE SCOUTS IN RUSSIA; or, Lost on the Frozen Steppes.

OUR YOUNG AEROPLANE SCOUTS IN TURKEY; or, Bringing the Light to Yusef.

OUR YOUNG AEROPLANE SCOUTS IN ENGLAND; or, Twin Stars in the London Sky
Patrol.
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These stories are based on important historical events, scenes wherein
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history, vigorously told, with careful fidelity to picturing the home
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from the works of popular writers; each volume designed for boys'
reading.
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Transcriber's Note


Punctuation, capitalization and formatting markup have been normalized.

Apparent printer's errors have been retained, unless stated below.

Illustrations have been moved near their mention in the text.

"_" surrounding text represents text in italics.

"=" surrounding text represents text in bold.

Page 76, missing "the" added. ("Oh, Uncle Wiggily! Will you please take
me with you this morning?" asked a little voice, somewhere down near the
lower, or floor-end, of the old rabbit gentleman's rheumatism crutch, as
Mr. Longears sat at the breakfast table in his hollow stump bungalow.)

Page 93, "current" changed to "currant". (Together they went along
through the woods and over the fields and, all of a sudden, from behind
a currant jam bush, out jumped a bad, old, double-jointed
skillery-scalery alligator.)

Page 93, "Wigwily" changed to "Wiggly" for consistency. (And if the ice
wagon doesn't slide down hill and throw snowballs at the potato pudding
in the parlor I'll tell you next about Uncle Wiggily and the magic
bottles.)

Page 120, "Wigggly" changed to "Wiggily". (He had heard about Uncle
Wiggily's trouble from the Do-do bird, and had come, with his strong
bill, to bite the spider web into little pieces.)

Page 158, missing "to" added. ("I sent her to the store about an hour
ago to get a loaf of sand bread, but she hasn't come back and I'm sure
something has happened to her.")

Page 184, missing "to" added. (For the old gentleman rabbit had many
surprising things happen to him.)





End of Project Gutenberg's Uncle Wiggily in Wonderland, by Howard R. Garis

*** END OF THIS PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK UNCLE WIGGILY IN WONDERLAND ***

***** This file should be named 42574.txt or 42574.zip *****
This and all associated files of various formats will be found in:
        http://www.gutenberg.org/4/2/5/7/42574/

Produced by David Edwards, Veronika Redfern and the Online
Distributed Proofreading Team at http://www.pgdp.net (This
file was produced from images generously made available
by The Internet Archive)


Updated editions will replace the previous one--the old editions
will be renamed.

Creating the works from public domain print editions means that no
one owns a United States copyright in these works, so the Foundation
(and you!) can copy and distribute it in the United States without
permission and without paying copyright royalties.  Special rules,
set forth in the General Terms of Use part of this license, apply to
copying and distributing Project Gutenberg-tm electronic works to
protect the PROJECT GUTENBERG-tm concept and trademark.  Project
Gutenberg is a registered trademark, and may not be used if you
charge for the eBooks, unless you receive specific permission.  If you
do not charge anything for copies of this eBook, complying with the
rules is very easy.  You may use this eBook for nearly any purpose
such as creation of derivative works, reports, performances and
research.  They may be modified and printed and given away--you may do
practically ANYTHING with public domain eBooks.  Redistribution is
subject to the trademark license, especially commercial
redistribution.



*** START: FULL LICENSE ***

THE FULL PROJECT GUTENBERG LICENSE
PLEASE READ THIS BEFORE YOU DISTRIBUTE OR USE THIS WORK

To protect the Project Gutenberg-tm mission of promoting the free
distribution of electronic works, by using or distributing this work
(or any other work associated in any way with the phrase "Project
Gutenberg"), you agree to comply with all the terms of the Full Project
Gutenberg-tm License available with this file or online at
  www.gutenberg.org/license.


Section 1.  General Terms of Use and Redistributing Project Gutenberg-tm
electronic works

1.A.  By reading or using any part of this Project Gutenberg-tm
electronic work, you indicate that you have read, understand, agree to
and accept all the terms of this license and intellectual property
(trademark/copyright) agreement.  If you do not agree to abide by all
the terms of this agreement, you must cease using and return or destroy
all copies of Project Gutenberg-tm electronic works in your possession.
If you paid a fee for obtaining a copy of or access to a Project
Gutenberg-tm electronic work and you do not agree to be bound by the
terms of this agreement, you may obtain a refund from the person or
entity to whom you paid the fee as set forth in paragraph 1.E.8.

1.B.  "Project Gutenberg" is a registered trademark.  It may only be
used on or associated in any way with an electronic work by people who
agree to be bound by the terms of this agreement.  There are a few
things that you can do with most Project Gutenberg-tm electronic works
even without complying with the full terms of this agreement.  See
paragraph 1.C below.  There are a lot of things you can do with Project
Gutenberg-tm electronic works if you follow the terms of this agreement
and help preserve free future access to Project Gutenberg-tm electronic
works.  See paragraph 1.E below.

1.C.  The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation ("the Foundation"
or PGLAF), owns a compilation copyright in the collection of Project
Gutenberg-tm electronic works.  Nearly all the individual works in the
collection are in the public domain in the United States.  If an
individual work is in the public domain in the United States and you are
located in the United States, we do not claim a right to prevent you from
copying, distributing, performing, displaying or creating derivative
works based on the work as long as all references to Project Gutenberg
are removed.  Of course, we hope that you will support the Project
Gutenberg-tm mission of promoting free access to electronic works by
freely sharing Project Gutenberg-tm works in compliance with the terms of
this agreement for keeping the Project Gutenberg-tm name associated with
the work.  You can easily comply with the terms of this agreement by
keeping this work in the same format with its attached full Project
Gutenberg-tm License when you share it without charge with others.

1.D.  The copyright laws of the place where you are located also govern
what you can do with this work.  Copyright laws in most countries are in
a constant state of change.  If you are outside the United States, check
the laws of your country in addition to the terms of this agreement
before downloading, copying, displaying, performing, distributing or
creating derivative works based on this work or any other Project
Gutenberg-tm work.  The Foundation makes no representations concerning
the copyright status of any work in any country outside the United
States.

1.E.  Unless you have removed all references to Project Gutenberg:

1.E.1.  The following sentence, with active links to, or other immediate
access to, the full Project Gutenberg-tm License must appear prominently
whenever any copy of a Project Gutenberg-tm work (any work on which the
phrase "Project Gutenberg" appears, or with which the phrase "Project
Gutenberg" is associated) is accessed, displayed, performed, viewed,
copied or distributed:

This eBook is for the use of anyone anywhere at no cost and with
almost no restrictions whatsoever.  You may copy it, give it away or
re-use it under the terms of the Project Gutenberg License included
with this eBook or online at www.gutenberg.org

1.E.2.  If an individual Project Gutenberg-tm electronic work is derived
from the public domain (does not contain a notice indicating that it is
posted with permission of the copyright holder), the work can be copied
and distributed to anyone in the United States without paying any fees
or charges.  If you are redistributing or providing access to a work
with the phrase "Project Gutenberg" associated with or appearing on the
work, you must comply either with the requirements of paragraphs 1.E.1
through 1.E.7 or obtain permission for the use of the work and the
Project Gutenberg-tm trademark as set forth in paragraphs 1.E.8 or
1.E.9.

1.E.3.  If an individual Project Gutenberg-tm electronic work is posted
with the permission of the copyright holder, your use and distribution
must comply with both paragraphs 1.E.1 through 1.E.7 and any additional
terms imposed by the copyright holder.  Additional terms will be linked
to the Project Gutenberg-tm License for all works posted with the
permission of the copyright holder found at the beginning of this work.

1.E.4.  Do not unlink or detach or remove the full Project Gutenberg-tm
License terms from this work, or any files containing a part of this
work or any other work associated with Project Gutenberg-tm.

1.E.5.  Do not copy, display, perform, distribute or redistribute this
electronic work, or any part of this electronic work, without
prominently displaying the sentence set forth in paragraph 1.E.1 with
active links or immediate access to the full terms of the Project
Gutenberg-tm License.

1.E.6.  You may convert to and distribute this work in any binary,
compressed, marked up, nonproprietary or proprietary form, including any
word processing or hypertext form.  However, if you provide access to or
distribute copies of a Project Gutenberg-tm work in a format other than
"Plain Vanilla ASCII" or other format used in the official version
posted on the official Project Gutenberg-tm web site (www.gutenberg.org),
you must, at no additional cost, fee or expense to the user, provide a
copy, a means of exporting a copy, or a means of obtaining a copy upon
request, of the work in its original "Plain Vanilla ASCII" or other
form.  Any alternate format must include the full Project Gutenberg-tm
License as specified in paragraph 1.E.1.

1.E.7.  Do not charge a fee for access to, viewing, displaying,
performing, copying or distributing any Project Gutenberg-tm works
unless you comply with paragraph 1.E.8 or 1.E.9.

1.E.8.  You may charge a reasonable fee for copies of or providing
access to or distributing Project Gutenberg-tm electronic works provided
that

- You pay a royalty fee of 20% of the gross profits you derive from
     the use of Project Gutenberg-tm works calculated using the method
     you already use to calculate your applicable taxes.  The fee is
     owed to the owner of the Project Gutenberg-tm trademark, but he
     has agreed to donate royalties under this paragraph to the
     Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation.  Royalty payments
     must be paid within 60 days following each date on which you
     prepare (or are legally required to prepare) your periodic tax
     returns.  Royalty payments should be clearly marked as such and
     sent to the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation at the
     address specified in Section 4, "Information about donations to
     the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation."

- You provide a full refund of any money paid by a user who notifies
     you in writing (or by e-mail) within 30 days of receipt that s/he
     does not agree to the terms of the full Project Gutenberg-tm
     License.  You must require such a user to return or
     destroy all copies of the works possessed in a physical medium
     and discontinue all use of and all access to other copies of
     Project Gutenberg-tm works.

- You provide, in accordance with paragraph 1.F.3, a full refund of any
     money paid for a work or a replacement copy, if a defect in the
     electronic work is discovered and reported to you within 90 days
     of receipt of the work.

- You comply with all other terms of this agreement for free
     distribution of Project Gutenberg-tm works.

1.E.9.  If you wish to charge a fee or distribute a Project Gutenberg-tm
electronic work or group of works on different terms than are set
forth in this agreement, you must obtain permission in writing from
both the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation and Michael
Hart, the owner of the Project Gutenberg-tm trademark.  Contact the
Foundation as set forth in Section 3 below.

1.F.

1.F.1.  Project Gutenberg volunteers and employees expend considerable
effort to identify, do copyright research on, transcribe and proofread
public domain works in creating the Project Gutenberg-tm
collection.  Despite these efforts, Project Gutenberg-tm electronic
works, and the medium on which they may be stored, may contain
"Defects," such as, but not limited to, incomplete, inaccurate or
corrupt data, transcription errors, a copyright or other intellectual
property infringement, a defective or damaged disk or other medium, a
computer virus, or computer codes that damage or cannot be read by
your equipment.

1.F.2.  LIMITED WARRANTY, DISCLAIMER OF DAMAGES - Except for the "Right
of Replacement or Refund" described in paragraph 1.F.3, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation, the owner of the Project
Gutenberg-tm trademark, and any other party distributing a Project
Gutenberg-tm electronic work under this agreement, disclaim all
liability to you for damages, costs and expenses, including legal
fees.  YOU AGREE THAT YOU HAVE NO REMEDIES FOR NEGLIGENCE, STRICT
LIABILITY, BREACH OF WARRANTY OR BREACH OF CONTRACT EXCEPT THOSE
PROVIDED IN PARAGRAPH 1.F.3.  YOU AGREE THAT THE FOUNDATION, THE
TRADEMARK OWNER, AND ANY DISTRIBUTOR UNDER THIS AGREEMENT WILL NOT BE
LIABLE TO YOU FOR ACTUAL, DIRECT, INDIRECT, CONSEQUENTIAL, PUNITIVE OR
INCIDENTAL DAMAGES EVEN IF YOU GIVE NOTICE OF THE POSSIBILITY OF SUCH
DAMAGE.

1.F.3.  LIMITED RIGHT OF REPLACEMENT OR REFUND - If you discover a
defect in this electronic work within 90 days of receiving it, you can
receive a refund of the money (if any) you paid for it by sending a
written explanation to the person you received the work from.  If you
received the work on a physical medium, you must return the medium with
your written explanation.  The person or entity that provided you with
the defective work may elect to provide a replacement copy in lieu of a
refund.  If you received the work electronically, the person or entity
providing it to you may choose to give you a second opportunity to
receive the work electronically in lieu of a refund.  If the second copy
is also defective, you may demand a refund in writing without further
opportunities to fix the problem.

1.F.4.  Except for the limited right of replacement or refund set forth
in paragraph 1.F.3, this work is provided to you 'AS-IS', WITH NO OTHER
WARRANTIES OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO
WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY OR FITNESS FOR ANY PURPOSE.

1.F.5.  Some states do not allow disclaimers of certain implied
warranties or the exclusion or limitation of certain types of damages.
If any disclaimer or limitation set forth in this agreement violates the
law of the state applicable to this agreement, the agreement shall be
interpreted to make the maximum disclaimer or limitation permitted by
the applicable state law.  The invalidity or unenforceability of any
provision of this agreement shall not void the remaining provisions.

1.F.6.  INDEMNITY - You agree to indemnify and hold the Foundation, the
trademark owner, any agent or employee of the Foundation, anyone
providing copies of Project Gutenberg-tm electronic works in accordance
with this agreement, and any volunteers associated with the production,
promotion and distribution of Project Gutenberg-tm electronic works,
harmless from all liability, costs and expenses, including legal fees,
that arise directly or indirectly from any of the following which you do
or cause to occur: (a) distribution of this or any Project Gutenberg-tm
work, (b) alteration, modification, or additions or deletions to any
Project Gutenberg-tm work, and (c) any Defect you cause.


Section  2.  Information about the Mission of Project Gutenberg-tm

Project Gutenberg-tm is synonymous with the free distribution of
electronic works in formats readable by the widest variety of computers
including obsolete, old, middle-aged and new computers.  It exists
because of the efforts of hundreds of volunteers and donations from
people in all walks of life.

Volunteers and financial support to provide volunteers with the
assistance they need are critical to reaching Project Gutenberg-tm's
goals and ensuring that the Project Gutenberg-tm collection will
remain freely available for generations to come.  In 2001, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation was created to provide a secure
and permanent future for Project Gutenberg-tm and future generations.
To learn more about the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation
and how your efforts and donations can help, see Sections 3 and 4
and the Foundation information page at www.gutenberg.org


Section 3.  Information about the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive
Foundation

The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation is a non profit
501(c)(3) educational corporation organized under the laws of the
state of Mississippi and granted tax exempt status by the Internal
Revenue Service.  The Foundation's EIN or federal tax identification
number is 64-6221541.  Contributions to the Project Gutenberg
Literary Archive Foundation are tax deductible to the full extent
permitted by U.S. federal laws and your state's laws.

The Foundation's principal office is located at 4557 Melan Dr. S.
Fairbanks, AK, 99712., but its volunteers and employees are scattered
throughout numerous locations.  Its business office is located at 809
North 1500 West, Salt Lake City, UT 84116, (801) 596-1887.  Email
contact links and up to date contact information can be found at the
Foundation's web site and official page at www.gutenberg.org/contact

For additional contact information:
     Dr. Gregory B. Newby
     Chief Executive and Director
     gbnewby@pglaf.org

Section 4.  Information about Donations to the Project Gutenberg
Literary Archive Foundation

Project Gutenberg-tm depends upon and cannot survive without wide
spread public support and donations to carry out its mission of
increasing the number of public domain and licensed works that can be
freely distributed in machine readable form accessible by the widest
array of equipment including outdated equipment.  Many small donations
($1 to $5,000) are particularly important to maintaining tax exempt
status with the IRS.

The Foundation is committed to complying with the laws regulating
charities and charitable donations in all 50 states of the United
States.  Compliance requirements are not uniform and it takes a
considerable effort, much paperwork and many fees to meet and keep up
with these requirements.  We do not solicit donations in locations
where we have not received written confirmation of compliance.  To
SEND DONATIONS or determine the status of compliance for any
particular state visit www.gutenberg.org/donate

While we cannot and do not solicit contributions from states where we
have not met the solicitation requirements, we know of no prohibition
against accepting unsolicited donations from donors in such states who
approach us with offers to donate.

International donations are gratefully accepted, but we cannot make
any statements concerning tax treatment of donations received from
outside the United States.  U.S. laws alone swamp our small staff.

Please check the Project Gutenberg Web pages for current donation
methods and addresses.  Donations are accepted in a number of other
ways including checks, online payments and credit card donations.
To donate, please visit:  www.gutenberg.org/donate


Section 5.  General Information About Project Gutenberg-tm electronic
works.

Professor Michael S. Hart was the originator of the Project Gutenberg-tm
concept of a library of electronic works that could be freely shared
with anyone.  For forty years, he produced and distributed Project
Gutenberg-tm eBooks with only a loose network of volunteer support.

Project Gutenberg-tm eBooks are often created from several printed
editions, all of which are confirmed as Public Domain in the U.S.
unless a copyright notice is included.  Thus, we do not necessarily
keep eBooks in compliance with any particular paper edition.

Most people start at our Web site which has the main PG search facility:

     www.gutenberg.org

This Web site includes information about Project Gutenberg-tm,
including how to make donations to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation, how to help produce our new eBooks, and how to
subscribe to our email newsletter to hear about new eBooks.

